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TO LOED CLEEMONT. 



My dear Clermont, 

As it is chiefly owing to your kind en- 
couragement that the following tale has 
been completed, allow me, in presenting it 
to the public, still further to associate you 
with it by dedicating it to you. 

Would that it was more worthy! Still 
however you, I know, will look favourably 
on it, on account of the old family story on 
which it is founded, as well as for the sake 
of 

Your affectionate Sister-in-law, 

EACHEL EVELYN BUTLEE. 



Drwnoondra CasUe, Ireland ; 
October, 1862. 
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PEEFACE. 



The following tale is founded on a MS. dis- 
covered at Brussels in the year 1822, by the 
late Earl of Clancarty, at that time our 
Ambassador at the Hague ; and given by him 
to James 19th Earl, afterwards Marquis 
of Ormonde, who deposited it amongst the 
family records in Kilkenny Castle, where it 
now is. 

In this MS. are narrated, almost as I have 
given them, the prophecy of Thomas 10th 
Earl of Ormonde, called The Black Earl, the 
vicissitudes of fortune experienced by Earl 
Walter and his grandson, the interview of 
the latter with the Duke of Buokingham at 
Portsmouth, the pedlar's visit to Holland 
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House, and the ultimate marriage of Lord 
Thurles. I have merely introduced a few 
imaginary characters to assist in the develop- 
ment of the story. John Gibb, however, 
and the faithfiil retainer whom I have named 
Walsh, were both real personages. 

The epoch of my hero's adventures has 
been a favourite time with many authors 
of celebrity ; and I fear that I shall be con- 
sidered presumptuous in venturing upon 
ground already occupied. 

Still, as an adopted member of the family 
in which the noble qualities of the Duke of 
Ormonde are held in proud and aflfectionate 
remembrance, I shall, I hope, be pardoned 
for my attempt to throw light upon the 
youth, obscured by adversity, of him whose 
after-life was so brilliant, and whose loyalty 
and entire devotion to his sovereign were so 
conspicuous. 



PREFACE. VU 

I could wish indeed, that the task, to me 
replete with interest, had fallen into abler 
hands than mine ; but I have done my best 
faithfully to perform it, omitting nothing 
connected with it for which I could find 
satisfactory authority. 



Drwmccmdra Castle, Ireland, 1882. 
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THE PROPHECY- 



CHAPTEE I. 

Ok a warm July afternoon in the year of 
grace, 1624, Master John Walsh threaded 
his way through the crowded streets of the 
city of London, towards his abode in Gold- 
smiths' Eow. He was a man, past his 
prime perhaps, bnt active and energetic ; and 
his air and appearance were those of one 
who enjoys Ufe, and goes through the world 
in comfortable ease. 

On this particular day, however, he was 
far from wearing the usual good-humoured 
and contented expression familiar to him : 
he scarcely stopped to acknowledge the 
greetings of such friends as he met, but has- 
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2 THE PROPHECY. 

tened to his house, and passing throngh the 
miscellaneous collection of goods which en- 
cumbered the warehouse or shop in the 
lower story, went straight to the parlour 
above, where his family expected him. 

It was a large low room, oak-panelled, 
with one projecting bay window, reached by 
a step, and a wide chimney-piece nearly 
touching the ceiling ; with an old-fashioned 
grate, ornamented at the sides by Dutch 
tiles, with quaint representations of Scriptu- 
ral subjects. Altogether the apartment and 
its inhabitants had an air of comfort and 
respectability well warranted, for Master 
Walsh was counted a thriving man, carrying 
on a brisk trade in Dutch and other foreign 
goods. 

He threw himself down in a large chair 
as he entered, and his daughter having 
brought him a cool tankard, when he had 
somewhat recovered from the eflfects of the 
heat without doors, his wife approached 
and inquired what ailed him, that he looked 
so discomposed. 
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" You need not to be anxious for the ar- 
rival of the good ship * Mary/ " added she, 
" for she is at anchor in the river safe and 
sound, with all your merchandise, as Thomas 
there will tell,'' — looking towards a young 
man, busy with a pile of papers at the table. 

" Truly my mother has forestalled me in 
the pleasant tidings," said he; "but here 
are the invoice and bill of lading; Dutch 
Karl brought them two hours since." 

" I am glad the * Mary ' is happily through 
her voyage, for it is the largest venture we 
have made as yet," replied Master Walsh, 
joyously. "There will be Flanders lace 
enough to dizen ye both out against next 
Lord Mayor's day," added he to his wife and 
daughter. " And for you, Thomas, if you 
go on working as steadily at the business as 
you have done of late, — why, you shall get 
a share of the profits." 

"And what shall I have?" put in the 
youngest son, a lad of about fifteen years, 
who lay basking in the sunny window-seat, 
teasing a cockatoo. 
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''You, you idle rogue!** answered his 
father ; " unless you wander about London 
streets less, and show more diligence at your 
work, not a bit of spice, or portion of the 
good things in the * Mary ' shall you get. 
Maybe, however, there will be a new jerkin 
and suit to wear o* Sundays, if you mend 
your ways/* 

"And what for the prison-basket, eh, 
father ?" said he, nothing daunted : " is it 
to have in aU the choice and good as usual ? 
I would I were a bird in the Fleet cage ; 
for, mercy on us, yours has fine pickings ! 
I grudge all the dainties you stow away in 
yonder basket,*' concluded he, pointing to a 
good-sized one which his father had set down 
on a bujffet when he entered. 

" Pierce, Pierce !'* said his mother ; " you 
speak heedlessly on things you wot are for- 
bidden by your father.'* 

" Were he not a saucy knave, who knows 
no better than to pry into my secrets,'* said 
Master Walsh, " he would not grieve me so 
often. But you may rest secure, boy, for it is 
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scarcely probable that the prisoner whom you 
so envy and seek to discover, will require my 
poor aid much longer. He is dying." 

"Alas! alas!" exclaimed his wife and 
daughter. " Is it so ? we pray you tell us ! 
that is why you look so downcast. What 
has happened to the poor gentleman ?" 

Walsh sighed, and replied sadly enough : 
"The prisoner, after seeing week follow 
week and years roll by, hoping the right 
would conquer, — after seeing trusted friends 
leave him to court his oppressors, and after 
disappointments and false promises of service 
— ^I grieve to say it — the prisoner has at 
length fallen into a hopeless melancholy, 
coupled with lingering illness, for which I 
feel the only cure would be justice and 
freedom." 

He paused, overcome by his own narrative, 
and his wife inquired : " Is there naught to 
be done, good husband ? Surely if the King 
were advised he would relent." 

** And how am I, a poor trader, to win 
a hearing spite of those who have the royal 
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ear ? Can I go to the palace, plain James 
Walsh, and push through courtiers in satin 
and lace ? I trow the very gates would close 
against me. Besides, think of the noble earl's 
pride. How would the descendant of Earl 
Thomas like to be pleaded for by a creature 
whose very life comes from his predecessor's 
bounty? No, no, Christian; if I have 
hitherto kept the secret from my own sons 
for fear of wounding the feelings of my 
master, still less will I make his circum- 
stances the sport of King James's idle gos- 
Sips. 

Thus spoke the head of the house, and 
the listeners remained silent; Mistress 
Walsh and the girl vainly seeking some 
method of assisting the person about wh,om 
he had spoken. Walsh himself sat with his 
head in his hands in deep despondency ; the 
quiet elder son returned to his papers and 
accounts, and the young Pierce to his old 
place by the window. 

After some time he suddenly exclaimed, 
" Though I am not thought fit to be in- 
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trusted with my father's secret, beshrew me 
if I have not just seen coming along the 
causeway one as capable to get speech 
of the King as e*er a lord in London; 
and one too my father might take counsel 
with." 

" Who has come into thy cra^y pate, my 
son ?" said his mother, smiling at the boy's 
energy, 

" Who but honoured and crabbed Master 
John Gibb, the old Scot, that was here at 

m 

Shrovetide ordering cordials and spices for 
the King's own chamber. What say ye to 
him, mother?" answered he, in a tone of 
triumph. 

Master Walsh looked up quickly, saying, 
" The boy is right for once. Master 
Gibb might do much, for he has influence 
over the royal mind ; and being, as he is, a 
cautious Scot, I should not fear trusting him 
with the facts of the case. Peery, lad, I for- 
give thee thy prying for this thought of 
thine. Said ye, that Master Gibb came this 
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*' Yes, father, there he comes, with a serv- 
ing-man behind him, carrying a bag. See 
how the knaves make way for him to pass ! 
My life on it, but he is bent on this road. 
He looks at your sign and name. Yes!'* 
said Pierce, jumping from his post of 
observation, " Master Gibb stands at the 
door of my father's warehouse.'* 

Before we follow Master Walsh down to 
his shop, or rather, as Pierce named it, 
warehouse, it will be as well to devote a few 



words to Master Gibb. 

He was, as we have seen, a Scot, holding 
a confidential situation about King James I,, 
equivalent to that of a valet in modem 
times. Bom and bred up at the Scottish 
Court, in the immediate household of the 
monarch, he had been reared in the most 
profound veneration for his master, to whom 
he was sincerely attached. Gibb had a 
shrewd cautious disposition, ever ready 
to gain information and slow to impart it ; 
he was proad, and held his own land and 
his own countrymen in far higher estimar 
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tion than anything belonging to his master's 
new kingdom. 

He was a stanch follower of John Knox, 
holding Papists in utter abhorrence, and 
those who differed in rehgiouts opinions from 
him even in the slightest degree as little 
better than the unconverted. Crabbed in 
manner, his heart was good, but he seldom 
showed affection for any Hving thing, save 

daughter. 

The King's habits of familiarity with all 
around him were even greater with his old 
servant than with others, and Gibb was fre- 
quently the confidant of plots and plans not 
generally known. 

The good-natured and timid James felt 
more at ease with his faithful old Gibb than 
in presence of statesmen and ambassadors, 
while, as Gibb was ever too cautious to in- 
terfere in things beyond his reach, and had 
scarcely an intimate within the palace, he 
was thought little of by the favourites 
and courtiers thronging its halls, save when 
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some joke about his puritanism or pride 
passed in the royal circle. James loved to 
tease his ancient servant himself, but always 
prevented others from angering him. In 
person, Master Gibb was small, his hair 
grizzled, his face thin, and his eyes deep set. 

Sharp in temper, sharp in disposition, and 
still more sharp in pecuniary affairs, such 
was the individual who, clad (as was his 
wont) in a suit of black, with a plain white 
ruff, entered Master Walsh's business pre- 
mises whilst the serving man and bag 
remained in the entry. 

There was a miscellaneous collection of 
articles in the warehouse, for Walsh traded 
with several foreign houses, v and a strong 
odour of spice pervaded the place. 

" Gude day t'ye, Maister," said Gibbi 
" It's awfa' the heat o' yon streets ; ane's 
feet feel like bakit scones new aff o' the 
girdle. I'm like to melt to a jelly a'the- 
gither," added he, sinking into the chair 
offered by young Walsh, with a grunt of 
relief 
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" I feel very glad nevertheless to see you 
here, worshipful Master Gibb," said Walsh, 
bowing reverentially. " WiU you not rest 
yourself in my dame's parlour, and take 
something cool before you tell me in what I 
may serve you ? Some cordial in fair spring 
water is a rare thing to refresh a man when 
overheated.'* 

*' Out upon ye : wad ye gie me a dram 
before I do my errand? Na, na, man, in 
my countrie it's aye business first an' plea- 
sure after, mair yespecially when it is for the 
service o' his maist sacred Majestic. I'U no 
say but a drap cordial's a fine thing in its 
ain time, but first o' a' ye maun be avised, 
we purchased certain cinnamon an' clove 
waters out o* this house, some three months 
syne, the whilk war' honoured by his Ma- 
jestie's approval. Likewise pouthered gin- 
ger, a grand specific against the colic. 
Verily my royal master hath found muckle 
benefit from it the noo an' then, after 
eating a haill platter fii' o' green trash, 
berries, an' such like. Ye maun ken he's 
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an awfu' man for berries an ither sorts of 
fruit : it gars my teeth ache to see him at 
them* Can ye supply me wi thae things I 
ipeer for, the day ; and onything else o' the 
kind?" 

Walsh replied, well pleased with the de- 
mand : " Marry, but I can, of the best, for 
it happens that we had cases of cordials and 
strong waters, besides boxes of spice of 
many kinds, from Holland not a fortnight 
gorui ; not to speak of other good things fit ' 
for the royal table, foreign wines, Dutch 
cliceHCS, confections, sausages irom Ger- 
many — " 

J tut hero Gibb broke in angrily, exclaim- 
ing, " Hout tout man ! ye're no blate to 
speak o* things made frae the unclean beast : 
sausages ! swine's flesh ! dinna ye ken what 
our gracious Lord the King sayeth in his 
maist edifying book the 'Counterblast to 
Tobacco ?' No ? Weel, he's pit down wi's 
ain royal pen that gin he had to invite auld 
Clootie, (that's the Deil,) to dinner, he'd gie 
him three dishes, — ^first a pig, second a poll 
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o' ling wi' mustard, an' thirdly, a pipe o' to- 
bacco to help digestion/' 

" I humbly beg your worship will forgive 
my ignorance/* replied the other ; *' but re- 
member I have not the advantage of know- 
ing these likes and dislikes of the King. 
Master Gibb's knowledge is above that of 
poor traders like myself." 

"Aweel, let it pass, ye intended nae 
ojffence doubtless ; but haste ye an sort out 
the ither goods till I see them. Gin my 
maister Had na a bit cordial to pit awa' 
the eflFects o* my leddy Buckingham's 
tisanes an' potions— the auld misguided 
papist that she is ! I dinna ken whaxe the 
royal Jamie wad be. Whenever I get a 
baud of her doses I even pour them oot o' 
window ; but she's ower canny now, an' 
brings them to the vera door o' the presence 
chamber her ainsel ; and she'd gar a body 
say black is white wi' her talk. Sae, I e'en 
keep my ain counsel, and the cordial like- 
wise. I'm no a match for my leddy's glib 
talk, her tongue's aye wagging wi' a clack 
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fit to turn a meal mill. Ye see, gude master, 
'tin an ower true saying that ' a' women are 
good for something or for nothing;' all I 
«ay is Gude keep me fra' the leddy countess 
o' Buckingham an' her clan." 

Whilst ho continued speaking, Walsh and 
luH son produced numerous samples of the 
diflbrout articles required, and after a pro- 
tracted examination and much smelling, 
taHting, and bargaining on the part of 
Master (Hbb, a considerable quantity was 
sot Ji^ido by his orders. 

All this time AValsh had been turning 
over in his mind those chance words of the 
boy Pierce, juid considering how best to 
bring tlu> subject before his customer. 

AVhen his business transactions were con- 
oludiHl, Ahuiter Qibb said with a knowing 
wink at WiUsli, "And noo, gude master, 
anout you coolmg draught ye spoke about, 
III no hae the ill manners to say ye nay, 
for l*m uncommon drouthy wi' the heat, 
and wi* mv travel/* 

The host had previously sent word to his 
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wife, and upon this hint begged their guest 
to. honour the rooftree by taking a rest and 
slight refreshment in their parlour. The 
cheery chink of glasses being carried upstairs 
perhaps had something to say to his ready 
acquiescence, not devoid of an air of conde- 
scension; and, after giving orders to the 
serving man as to the safe conveyance of 
his purchases. Master Gibb followed Walsh 
upstaurs, where a well-spread table awaited 
them. The elders, after various compli- 
ments, seated themselves, whilst the lads and 
their sister served them. 

Under the influence of good cheer, the 
Scot's crusty countenance expanded to an 
approach towards hUarity, and he asked 
numerous questions of host and hostess in 
his own shrewd manner. 

Walsh, naturally quick in forming his 
estimate of character, soon began to seize a 
few of the more salient points in that of 
Master Gibb, and prepared to take his mea- 
sures accordingly. 

Seeing him stretch out his hand towards 
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a rich-looking conserve before him, Mistress 
Wakh thought more highly to recommend 
it, by stating that it was made by the Sisters 
of Our Lady's convent at Antwerp, and was 
of such delicate concoction that it melted in 
the mouth. 

But Master Gibb pushed it from him 
with horror, exclaiming, " Gude save us ane 
an' a' ! I wadna crack a bit o't between 
my teeth gin I war starvin'. Wha's to 
say what these popish women pits intil their 
handy werks ? — Na, na ; convents an' a' that 
trash is no fit for us honest fouk ; and gin I 
war' you I wadna consent to hae yon stuff 
on my table ; gude watch prevents harm, an' 
mony's the man wha's judgment is reached 
thro' his stomach." 

Dame Walsh excused herself, and substi- 
tuted a cake for the obnoxious dish, adding 
that it was the hand3rwork of her daughter, 
who was sometimes thought to be rather 
clever in their concoction. 

After a few mouthfiils, eaten with the de- 
liberate solemnity of a judge, he said, " I'll 
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no deny but the lassie has a gift that way, 
considering she was bom the wrang side o' 
Tweed. But, gin ye have no tasted an 
Embro cookie, ye canna be expected to ken 
what gude really is. There's my ain sister 
Janet Gibb, didna she get married upon a 
walthy husband just from her cookies ? She 
came oot o* our ain bonnie countrie to tend 
and bring up my ae lassie, Barbara, not 
that I couldna hae done it myself, only I'm 
muckle awa wi' the court, and being a wo- 
man baim, why lasses an' glasses are brittle 
ware, and she's a ailing bit creature forbye 
— so Janet cam south to tend her, and So- 
lomon Brown (ane o' the baxter clerks wha 
served in the palace extra when the Lady 
Elizabeth's grace, (the Lord bless her !) held 
her wedding). Didna Solomon, wi' a glint 
o' the wisdom pertaining to his name, I say 
didna he think, honest man, that a body 
wha could make such rare cookies must be 
a pearl o' great price ? Sae Janet became 
Mistress Brown, and ye'U maybe ken the 
bakery they twa maintain in Pudding Lane. 

VOL. I. c 
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Ah, my lassie," turning to the girl, " take 
heed o' my sister's gude luck, and aye make 
yer cakes pleasant to the taste o' some good 
man or ither/' 

The little party smiled ; and Mistress 
Wakh asked her guest if it were true that 
the King had of late been in indifferent 
health. 

With an oracular shake of his head, Gribb 
replied, " I canna say that he is quite his ain 
gracious sel ; kinsrs hae their fashes like ither 
^uk. and r„ tliin W, getting ^ nn» 
share ; wi' thae journeyings to Spain o' my 
lord Prince, and noo these French matters 
my lord o' Buckingham dings into his ears, 
an the calls upon him for goud an' jewels 
an' siclike vanities — but," he added, check- 
ing himself, " though whiles he's unco cam- 
steerie e'en to me his auld serving man, a 
kind word is sure to be the end o't. Ah, 
gude fouks, is na he a douce, friendlike prince 
to serve — none o' yer fire-eating blustering 
sojers — a' for peace, quiet, an' a sma' piece 
comfort forbye. Then, the gude heart he 
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has ; ne'er a crowned king ever keepit his 
word better than he has done. I mean that 
he spoke in Saint Giles's kirk before ever he 
came to England, when his puir Scots war' 
greetin' and making lamentation aboot his 
departure. He said he'd aye be mindfu' o' 
his ain gude people an' promote them to 
honour. I tell ye he's as wise as the wise 
king, and as just too." 

"I am only sorry to gainsay the last 
words," said Walsh. "UnhappUy his Majesty 
is, at this blessed day, guUty of a cruel wrong 
which the most unlearned clerk might un- 
derstand and call unjust." 

Gibb started up red with anger, exclaun- 
ing, " What do ye presume to say, ye fool- 
spoken Southron ? I'm no the man to hear 
siccan lies of my liege lord. Gin we'd 
been in ken o' ony Scot, I wager he'd hae 
snippit your ears for slanderous speaking." 

" Alas, I can prove it true," quietly re- 
turned the other, "and the wrong is in- 
flicted on an old and faithful servant of the 
Crown. Soon it will be past remedy, but 



20 THE PROPHECY. 

there is still time to save the King's name 
from the slur it will cast upon him, if the 
injury be carried out. Believe me, master 
GKbb, it is even so, in verity." 

" I'll no believe it !" broke in the listener 
furiously ; " it is some ill turn done by yon 

powerfu' 1 winna name him, but he's an 

evil man. Gin 'tis still to mend, ainly let 
his Majesty ken and well sune hear a' is 
richt. Speak awa', man ; 'tis an ill cause the 
lawyer thinks shame o' ; an' I wad hae ye 
ken your misca'ing my master will need 
proofs or ever I credit ye." 

" The tale is long," said Walsh ; " but I 
am loth to lose the opportunity of taking 
coimsel with a wise man like yourself 
honoured sir. Here there is no danger of 
listeners, and verily 'tis a matter of life and 
death." 

" Nae listeners, and what do ye ca' thae ?" 
grumbled out Gibb, jerking his thumb at 
the young people, who stood round their mo- 
ther, intent on the dialogue, especially the 
lad Pierce. 
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" I wish my children to know the tmth," 
answered Walsh; "that these youths may 
be prepared to devote their energies, if 
necessary their lives even, to serve those to 
whom they owe everything." 

He spoke seriously ; and Gibb, after ascer- 
taining the hour, consented to remain and 
be made acquainted with the mystery in 
question. His curiosity was roused so that 
he turned a willing ear to the narrator, who 
commenced : — 

*' Before I come to the unfortunate person 
now in so wofiil a strait, I must say a word 
of myself: I doubt not, Master Gibb, being 
so old a dweller at court, that you saw my 
dear Lord the Earl of Ormonde, he that did 
good service to her late Grace Queen Eli- 
zabeth. He was so well liked by her Majesty 
that being a very comely and graceful man 
of dark complexion, which caused his own 
people in Ireland to name him Duflfe, mean- 
ing black, the Queen would, in her manner 
of expressing kindness to those she favoured, 
often pleasantly call him * Her black hus- 
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band ;' and though the Lord of Leicester 
hated him with deadly hate, yet he never 
could put him out of favour, such was her 
Majesty's delight in him. 

** Well, then, when that brave lord was 
young, many were the wars and frays he 
had with the Desmond. Bloodshed, ruin, and 
destruction, often traversed his wide posses- 
sions. In one of these onsets the Desmond 
laid waste a village of the Earl's ; burning 
it to the ground, and killing all, young and 
old, who were found therein. The noble 
Ormonde pursued the spoiler and avenged 
his own people, but, returning through the 
smoking ruins a child's faint cry smote his 
ear; and a little lad was found half dead 
with terror, the only living soul left ! I was 
that child. Too well can I remember the 
dire and fearful day. Earl Thomas set me 
on his horse before him, swearing that I 
Bhould never want house or friends, since 
mine had perished in his cause. Nobly did 
he keep his vow ; he brought me to England, 
h.ad me taught by a learned scholar, and 
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finding I had no disposition to embrace a 
soldier's career he, by his powerful interest, 
placed me in a merchant's house. When I 
was fitted for the carrying on of a business, 
he gave me monies for my first venture. 

" And all I ever had of good in the world 
came from him. He died — and I then 
vowed that I would give my best service and 
love to the noble house who mourned their 
great and good chieftain." 

"Indeed," said Gibb, "ye may weel do 
that; the auld Earle was aye greatly res- 
peckit, an' muckle looked upon by the 
King ; an' abune a', ye do richt to be thank- 
fii' for a' he did to ye. Friends are no to 
be pluckit off every whin bush in a maa's 
path, an' it behoves us to grip them fast 
when the Lord pits them in our way. But, 
honest master, I dinna see ony matter in 
your speech as yet to concern my royal lord 
that ye misca'ed a whilie since." 

Walsh replied that he was now coming to 
the tale of royal injustice; wherein his 
Majesty was to blame. 
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And whilst we will suppose him to be 
relating it, let us briefly recapitulate the 
facts of the case as Carte narrates them in 
his history of the Duke of Ormonde. 



•v 



CHAPTEE II. 

Thomas, tenth Eaxl of Ormonde, appears 
to have been a great man in his day, high 
in favour and in authority. Brought up in 
the court of England with King Edward the 
Sixth, and nearly connected with Queen 
Elizabeth through the Boleyns, her Majesty 
treated him as a kinsman ; and trusted him 
implicitly. 

Great as a commander, Lieutenant-General 
in the army. Knight of the Garter, Earl 
Marshal of England, of which office he was 
discharged at his own request, and Lord 
Treasurer of Ireland, Carte says: **He 
was kind and well disposed to his friends, 
secret in council, bountiful to his followers. 
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and during all his life kept the greatest 
house, and used the most hospitality of any 
person in the kingdom, which got him the 
love of the people in general." 

King James ax^knowledged his importance 
and worth : when the Earl wished to marry 
his only child Elizabeth to his nephew Theo- 
bald Butler, he created the bridegroom 
Viscount Tulleophehm, or Tulloch, who did 
not live long to enjoy his title, and left his 
young widow childless. 

Here, the first of King James's tyrannies 
commenced, for, not heeding the old Earl's 
remonstrances, he insisted on bestowing the 
Lady Elizabeth in marriage to Sir Eichard 
Preston, a Scot, and early favourite of his 
own, whom he made Viscount Dingwall, and 
afterwards Earl of Desmond. 

Earl Thomas remained averse to the 
match, and did not long survive it. But, 
determined to settle his worldly affairs 
securely, as he thought, he had arranged 
that the bulk of the estates should go with 
the title to the next heir, his nephew Sir 
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Walter Butler : excepting one or two 
manors, and a thousand pounds in money, 
reserved as a marriage portion for his 
daughter. He died 1614, having lost his 
sight for some years previously. Sir Walter 
succeeded him as Earl of Ormonde and 
Ossory, and thought to get his estates 
according to settlement. King James, how- 
ever, had had far-sighted views in marrying 
his favourite to the Lady Elizabeth ; and 
Six Bichard Preston claimed all in right of 
his wife, at her father's demise. A very 
costly lawsuit ensued, the king frequently 
interfering when matters seemed to be going 
adversely to his wishes. 

Finally, the judges not determining the 
case as he intended, he took the matter into 
his own hands, and proposed to make an 
award himself in the affair, according to his 
ideas of right. Walter, Earl of Ormonde, 
feeling aggrieved and injured by the royal 
decision, refiised to submit. It is not im- 
probable that the canny monarch calculated 
on this refusal, for he took advantage of it. 
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by shutting the Earl closely up in the Fleet 
prison, where he languished eight years in 
shameful want, not having any benefit from 
the smallest fraction of his estate. Nay, 
more : the Palatinate of Tipperary had been 
entailed by the crown grants on the male 
line of Ormonde for nearly four himdred 
years, and had ever so descended, yet James, 
adding one oppression to another, forced the 
captive Earl to submit to his award, and by 
a pretended right of his own took this also 
away from him, nor was it restored to the 
family till the time of Charles the Second, 
who enlarged the privileges annexed to it, we 
must hope, to efface the remembrance of his 
grandfather's unjust and oppressive beha- 
viour. 

After listening attentively to Walsh's 
whole story, Gibb sat a while rubbing his 
nose thoughtfully, and pondering the matter ; 
at length .with a very wry face he began : 
** Weel, noo, I'll no deny that the puir 
gentleman in the Fleet has verily met wi' 
sma' justice. Ay ! ay ! mair's the pity — but 
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I'll uphaud the job to be owing to a certain 
greedy gled that has ower muckle space to 
fly in aboot the royal ears ; ane that gets 
new titles, honours, an' employments ilka 
year o' his life, and aye keeps clapperclawin' 
for mair. Eichie. Preston's no the man to 
think of such wark by his lane. He loes 
the chink o' siUer, and the gaining of lands, 
weel eneuch : but he's no got brains to plot 
an' plan : I take shame to say it — for he's 
my ain countryman and we've baith been 
aboot his Majestic mony lang years ; but 
the truth maun be told, he's under the 
guidance o' yon English gled I spoke anent ; 
mair's the pity. He leads Eichie along as' 
a blind man is led by a dog ; that a Scot 
should hae nae mair spunk aye g^ars me 

Walsh shook his head mournfully, and 
replied, " It is, alas ! too well known that 
my lord of Buckingham is all-powerful, and 
that he cannot endure the ancient honours 
and high consideration of the noble house of 
Ormonde. He neither forgets nor forgives 
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them, therefore doth be seek at least to hide 
them from all men. 

" When Earl Walter had been but a few 
months in the Fleet, his heir, the Lord Vis- 
count Thurles embarked for England with 
what monies he could gather, to assist his 
father. But misfortunes rained thick on 
the captive ; the first news he got was that 
his son's ship had been lost on the Skerries 
and the whole company on board drowned. 
The next intelligence was, that the young 
heir, son to the drowned viscount, had, 
through the advice of Buckingham, been 
declared a ward of the Crown, and as such, 
removed at once from his mother s care, 
and out of the sight of his family." 

" I hae heard some o' that frae the King," 
broke in Gibb. " The laddie is gettin' his 
schoolin' frae Doctor Abbott, him ye ca' 
Archbishop o' Canterbury ; I mind that. An' 
do not ye think that is a condescension o' 
the King's ? Isna the biggest Bishop thro' 
the haiU land great eneuch to learn yon 
wee callant ?" 
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" We feel very thankful for that," said 
Walsh. " His Grace the Archbishop is a 
good man and true, but our poor young lord 
is shooting up past childhood, and is kept 
at Lambeth Palace so scant of money, 
clothes, and gear, that the very servants 
mock at him for a poor Irishman, whilst the 
Archbishop takes no heed of all the taunts 
he has to put up with. Howbeit, the lad is 
young, and may go through hard straits ; 
it is for his grandfather I would seek help : 
'tis piteous to see him lying there, ill in 
body and mind, often scarcely with food 
enough to nourish him. Save the humble 
aid T can aflford him, he is as much forgotten 
as though he were dead. If the King would 
only allow him to leave yon hateful prison 
and keep him in duresse, if it still be his 
pleasure, but in a lodging of his own where 
he could recover his health, it would be a 
truly blessed exchange." 

Gibb screwed his hard features into an 
extraordinary grimace, and with a knowing 
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wink answered, "Weel, man, tho' I'm no 
just every man's dog that whistles, on me, I 
see we maun pit our shouthers to the wheel 
thegither, if it is ainly to mettle up the King 
no to be sae muckle hoodwinked by yon' 
upstart Lord : that the royal Jamie should 
be sae come ower by a fairsome face an' a 
saucy tongue aye gars me think there maun 
be glamour in the world yet — an' if ever I 
saw ane that has the look o' a witch wife, 
it wad be my opinion leddy Buckingham 
has an ower uncanny glint in her eye. But 
let that gae ! we hae other matters to mind. 
What wad ye think o' doing for your puir 
Earle ? nor you nor I can vera weel gang in 
before the Peers to plead his cause." 

" By your favour, I would get my young 
lord Thurles speech of the King. His 
boyish petitions may move his Majesty to 
pity. He dearly loves his grandfather, al- 
though he seldom gets leave to visit him 
with me ; and for ever laments his inability 
to afford him help." 
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GKbb reflected with knit brow a space, 
and then relaxing into a sort of grin an- 
swered, " Gin the lad is bonnie an* has the 
real luik of an ancient race ; an' gif he 
doesna take the pet for a dour word or twa ; 
there's nae sayin' but it micht be an opening 
to the royal favour. Yon chappie Bucking- 
ham has ta'en too tight a grip o' the bridle 
lately, an' is no sae muckle speered for the 
day. The King's favour is blawin' round 
to look for an aulder friend, puir man ! that's 
been lang awa ; ane that got his doonfa' on 
account of a graceless quean, ca'ed Essex ; 
mair's the pity he was beguiled by her bon- 
nie een and wee bit mou. Ochone an' she 
had not been a daughter of the auld Jezebel 
we read aboot; ochone! she had a lovely 
face ; but she's as wicked as auld sin and 
puir Eobie Carr bears the upshot. Ye may 
say a jest is a jest, but a sour ane sets the 
teeth aching ; an' I tell ye Buckingham ca'ed 
me, before King an' a', nae later than yes- 
treen, a beggarly auld Scotch body ; an' I 
wish his pride micht get a fa'. Sae, Master, 

VOL. I. D 
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here's my hand. I'll do my pairt in the 
matter. Tell just convey the lordie doon 
the gate o' Theobalds : our gracious maister 
and the haill kit o' them are gaim there the 
vera neist Monday. It shall be a hard 
strive gin auld John Gibb doesna obtain for 
the callant speech o' the King, unkent by 
Buckingham an' a' ither loons." 

Overjoyed at thus obtaining a promise 
which the caution of Master Gibb's usual 
character rendered an unlooked-for piece of 
good fortune, Walsh prudently asked no 
more. Although discerning that a secret 
hope of vexing Buckingham was the source 
from which Gibb's unwonted benevolence 
proceeded, he resolved to try the only path 
he saw open. And when his guest took 
leave accompanied him some way, quitting 
him finally with the obsequious reverence 
which the old man loved. 

They parted the best of friends ; and not 
before Mistress Walsh had volunteered 
a visit to the young Barbara, Gibb's only 
daughter, a delicate girl, lonely and full of 
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fancies, as her father said, and since her 
aunt's marriage, brought up by a staid Hu- 
guenot refugee, who kept her strictly enough 
to satisfy the old Scotchman's peculiar ideas 
of female education. 



CHAPTEE III. 

In a somewhat gloomy and bare-looking 
chamber, in the upper story of Lambeth 
Palace, a young lad was seated alone a few 
days after Master John Gibb's visit to 
Walsh ; it seemed a cheerless position for 
him, the apartment being scant of furniture 
and comfortless enough. 

A few volumes were piled on a table as if 
for study, with writing materials and papers. 
But they looked dusty and undisturbed : the 
most frequented spot appeared to be a small 
window, commanding a bird's-eye view of 
the river, where the only chair possessing 
any pretensions to comfort was established, 
whilst various books of adventure, and trea- 
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tises on hunting and other manly sports lay 
scattered around, together with whips, spurs, 
and a miscellaneous collection of boyish 
treasures. 

The lad lay back idly, watching the clouds 
scudding along the sky, and whistling to 
wile away the long hours. 

He was a singularly handsome youth, with 
fine features and large deep-blue eyes, full 
of expression : a well-shaped mouth and chin, 
and countenance as frank and open as the 
day, were set off by a profusion of brown 
hair curling about his neck. He certainly 
gave promise of great beauty, even at the 
early age of fourteen. Such was James 
Butler, Viscount Thurles, grandson of the 
imprisoned Earl of Ormonde, ward of the 
Crown, and but poorly maintained, at the 
king's expense, by the gentle, easy-going 
Archbishop Abbott, who, provided the young 
lord appeared before him at certain hours, 
and remained principally within the palace 
precincts, troubled himself little about him. 
At this time of his life, Lord Thurles cared 
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nothing about study ; and though a certain 
quantity of Latin had to be learned, it was 
by no means accomplished diligently. 

The summer morning without looked 
tempting : the watermen and boats swiftly 
passing up and down, busy with the inces- 
sant traffic on the river, caused many an 
impatient exclamation of disgust at being 
mewed up in his chamber, instead of having 
leave to come and go at will, to be uttered 
by the active lad to whom all out-door sports 
and exercises were especially delightful. 

He started up with joy when his door 
opened, and he saw the good-humoured coun- 
tenance of Master Walsh appear, respectfully 
saluting his young lord, who returned the 
greeting by a hearty boyish hug. 

" Yon are always welcome, good friend," 
he said, shaking hands, *^but never more 
than to-day, when I am panting and pining 
for outer air ; my lord Archbishop has set 
me more VirgU to study in a morning than 
I love to see in a week, worse luck for me !" 

" And my good lord is apparently taking 
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the shortest way to master it," said Walsh, 
smiling, as he picked up a book treating of 
hunting the stag, which Lord Thurles had 
dropped at his entrance." 

'* Fie, but you should not marvel at that ! 
With this glorious day before us, who ca^ 
help thinking of green woods and gallant 
huntsmen, rather than of these musty old 
Latin tomes ?" rejoined the lad. " I know, 
if I could but get my liberty, 'tis but a short 
while Lambeth walls should contain me. 
But, dear Walsh, what brings you here so 
early? Surely my Lord the Earl is not 
worse, or you would not jest," continued 
he ; " and now I come to look at you, you 
are bravely dressed as for a festivity. By 
my troth, you have on riding gear and 
spurs ! — what is your business with me ? — 
Does the Archbishop know you are here? 
— and oh ! can you take me out ?" he asked, 
with breathless rapidity, seizing his visitor 
by the arm. 

*' Softly, softly, I cannot tell you all at 
once, my young lord ; time presses ; go, get 
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you ready in the goodliest suit you have ; 
for if it be not displeasing to you, why, you 
must e'en accept my poor company in riding 
a space away from town." 

Lord Thurles could hold no longer; his 
joy was complete, and he poured forth ques- 
tion upon question, whilst a servant sum- 
moned by Walsh assisted him to eflfect the 
necessary changes in his costume, which, 
when completed, was none of the richest or 
newest. 

In spite of the thread-bare jerkin and 
faded colours, when he tossed on his broad 
hat and plume, shaking his brown curls, a 
nobler-looking youth could not have been 
found. 

Eadiant with the prospective delight of a 
whole day spent out of London under the 
indulgent care of his old friend, he neither 
asked nor thought of his destination. 

At a side door of Lambeth Palace the 
companions found two well - caparisoned 
horses, one, staid and sober, the second more 
showy and spirited, of which our young hero 
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deKghtecQy took possession, making it cara- 
cole and prance to the infinite danger of all 
foot passengers. Once clear of the city and 
its thronged highways, which progress had 
given time to work ofi* some of the super- 
fluous animation of his charge. Master Walsh 
slackened his pace, and said, — 

"Let us breathe our animals and go 
slowly a while, dear Lord ; I must request 
your attention : but first of all I would tell 
you, your journey's end is to be Theobalds, 
where I hope to get you speech of the King 
our sovereign. By the favour of Providence, 
your pleading may move him to soften the 
rigour of his displeasure against the Earl, 
your grandsire. He has but few friends, 
poor gentleman ! and surely you will neither 
hesitate nor fear to speak in his behalf ?" 

Lord Thurles started with surprise at the 
commencement of this speech, but scarcely 
sufiered it to end ere he answered proudly, 
" You may indeed be easy on that score, 
good friend; I am young, and unused to 
the regal presence. Moreover, I know the 
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lord Duke of Buckingham is no lover of my 
house ; but I should truly be unworthy the 
honoured name I bear did I fear to do my 
utmost to aid my dear grandfather in his 
need." 

" Spoken as I love to hear," said Walsh, 
kindly. " The history of your ancient house 
is not strange to you ; and a timely petition 
from you may do more with the King (who 
loves the young better than his older peers) 
than aught else I can see. Who knows but 
your tongue may incline him to more lenient 
Views r 

" StiU," said the lad, thoughtfuUy, " I can- 
not divine how you will get me to the King's 
presence, for all round him are the Duke's 
followers, and whenever he comes to Lam- 
beth, if I speak of Earl Walter, he turns 
him from me with a haughty brow. Me- 
thinks, for all that, I can bear with his 
pride better than with Lord Desmond's 
smooth hypocritical courtesy. He pretends 
to be my loving kinsman ; and all the time 
who but he is at the root of my grandfather's 
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mischances ? and I know he magnifies every 
fault of mine to a mountain." 

Walsh replied, " Some day I hope to see 
you take your place among the highest of the 
land, in spite of all. But to-day you must 
e'en bear in mind the fable of the lion glad to 
be helped by an obscure mouse, and enter the 
palace through a small door, opened by the 
favour of one below you in station, bearing 
in mind that, by his act, in thus admitting 
you to approach the King without the Duke's 
orders, the poor man runs the risk of his 
royal master's anger, to say nothing about 
the still more likely disfavour of Bucking- 
ham towards him — ^no small matter to one at 
-Court, dear lord." 

The young Thurles laughed merrily, say- 
ing he cared not for the undignified manner 
in which he was to gain access to tue 
sovereign, so long as he got an opportunity 
of speaking to him about his grandfather ; 
and the two discussed the fittest way in 
which to bring the subject forward, till the 
increasing traffic on the road and constant 



44 THE PROPHECY. 

passage of vehicles, horsemen, and waggons, 
showed that they were approaching the 
royal dwelling. 

James entertained such a motley assem- 
blage that the purveyors of the Court had 
enough to do in supplying their maintenance. 
Besides courtiers, petitioners, and learned 
scholars frequented the King's abode ; to say 
nothing of the families and friends surround- 
ing his numerous favourites. 

Buckingham, for one, had a retinue more 
like that of a sovereign prince than of a sub- 
ject, his mother and wife likewise being the 
centre of a brilliant little court circle of their 
own. Therefore it was no wonder if our two 
companions passed through a constant stream 
of persons coming and going, ere they reached 
Theobalds. Master Walsh led the way to 
one of the inferior entrances, where a ser- 
vant, sent on previously by his care, waited 
to take charge of the horses, and likewise 
delivered to his master a large, gaily-orna- 
mented basket. 

Having asked for Master Gibb's apart- 
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ments, they were, after some delay, con- 
ducted through long passages and a circuitous 
route to his private chamber. 

They evidently were not unexpected, for 
Gibb saluted Walsh with the exclamation, 
" My certie ! but ye're lang o' coming ! IVe 
been demented ilka minute that passed, for 
his Majesty is like sune to issue forth unto 
the pleasaunce, an* I'm minded he's to pass 
you in the simmer antechamber. I hae to 
bide there mysel, ye ken ; and gin ye hae 
brought a propine to our gude lord the King, 
it is the fittest place I can pit ye to ; and," 
he continued, " sae this is the lordie ! Keep 
up your heart, and speak oot. And forbye, 
the mair Greek an' Latin ye can twist in 
amang your words, my bonnie young man, 
the mair 'twill tickle the royal lug, or ear, if 
ye fancy the word better. It wad be 2k rare 
thing gin ye could smatter a bit Hebrew ; 
but oh, laddie ! abune a', dinna be hasty in 
your speaking, or you'll just ruin us a'." 

This brief harangue was delivered as he 
conducted his visitors to the anteroom he 
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spoke of, a large chamber with a door into 
a very spacious garden laid out in formal 
walks and alleys, divided by yew hedges at 
intervals. Other doors led from the room, 
near one of which two pages were lolling on 
a seat ; the most orderly comer of the apart- 
ment was occupied by a large deerhound and 
family of puppies; but this royal parlour 
was singularly slovenly and ill kept. It 
was, in truth, not usually seen by visitors, 
being the King's own peculiar haunt on his 
way to the gardens ; and he considered it as 
a sort of harbour of refuge from ceremonies 
or state business. Here, too, he kept some 
of his pet animals — such as dogs or monkeys. 
Gribb had the care of all matters concerning 
this room, which was in his charge en- 
tirely. 

Lord Thurles soon made friends with the 
hound, and found plenty of amusement in 
the pictures on the walls, representing various 
scenes in hunting and hawking. Gibb sent 
away the pages, and eagerly informed Walsh 
it was the current rumour at Court that the 
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Duke of Buckingham was declining in the 
King's grace ; nay, more, that his Majesty, 
seized with a sudden desire again to behold 
his quondam favourite the Earl of Somerset, 
had privately summoned him from his 
banishment at Cowsham to give him, so it 
was whispered, a full pardon for his misdeeds. 
This nobleman's animosity towards the Duke 
rendered the favour of the one the sure pre- 
cursor of the other's downfall. No wonder 
then that the courtiers were aU in a state of 
doubt and excitement. 

Walsh ventured to suggest that Lord 
Somerset was still under sentence, and that 
neither himself nor his wicked countess 
could possibly be considered fit for the 
society of the royal circle ; but Gribb, whose 
quick ear heard the sound of a door opening 
above, signed to him to withdraw to the 
further end of the long chamber whilst he 
hastened to fling back the principal door to 
receive the King. 

James entered, followed by his fool, 
Archie Armstrong ; and paused, seeing the 
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strangers, whilst Gibb prepared to state who 
they were. 

The King was singularly ungainly and 
awkward : besides the extreme untidiness of 
his dress, combined with his hugely padded 
garments, gave him a grotesque appearance. 
He wore a black velvet suit, a costly chain 
around his' neck, a ruff twisted quite crooked 
below his ear, his doak so old as to be 
threadbare, his hat was adorned with a 
short plume and jewelled clasp, but was old 
and out of shape. He had lately been 
suffering from gout, and leaned on a staff; 
his hose and shoes were carelessly put on, — 
in short, altogether he looked as Httle like 
the monarch of a mighty kingdom as could 
be imagined. His face was thin, and his 
two peculiarities — a tongue too large for his 
mouth, and eyes that rolled queerly, espe- 
cially at strangers — gave him a curious ex- 
pression. Tet his countenance was shrewd, 
and few could withstand his fixed gaze 
without wincing. 

" Ane o' thae London merchant-fouk, ye 
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say, purveys us with cordials ; vera gude, ye 
big him at your own risk, xnea.i.g that ye 
will gie surety that he is no a perilons 
person for us to hold converse with. Gude, 
gude, he wants naething but to see our royal 
face ! Better an' better ! Honest man, ye 
may come forward; but first, what hae 
ye in yon pannier? Eh! is it a' richt, 
Johnnie Gibb?'' said his Majesty, answer- 
ing Gibb and addressing Walsh at the same 
time. 

"Hearing that my lord the. King was 
known to favour some kinds of fruit, I had 
the boldness to bring a few French grapes 
and melons, received in one of our ships," 
said Walsh, handing the basket to Gibb, 
who displayed a magnificent assortment of 
fruits, arranged among green leaves. " And 
if your Majesty deign to taste them, I 
warrant none finer were ever grown: so 
ripe, and of rare sorts." 

" We thank ye, gudeman, for your atten- 
tion," said James, seating himself, and com- 
mencing greedUy to devour the fruit. " The 
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grapes are weel flavoured, likewise the 
peaches, and we are not proof against 
melons aoid prunes j though our physiciaas 
and Leddy Buckingham wad be pulling 
unco lang faces gin they espied us, I 
jalouse. However, it is but fair to get a 
wheen gude-tasted berries to put awa' the 
smack o' yon posset we took. What think 
ye, honest man ? Is na it rank treason to 
gie your Sovereign milk mixed with ale, 
marygold flowers, and hartshorn? John 
Gibb, ye auld sinner, ye have much to 
answer for,'' concluded the King, good- 
humouredly shaking his finger at him ; and 
then, espying the young lord at the other 
end of the room^ he demanded, virith one of 
his quaint twists of countenance, "What 
birkie's this, standing out yonder? Is he 
yours, Maister what's your name? Come 
awa', laddie, till we get a sicht o' ye. Dinna 
fear : though we are a crowned King, we're as 
mild as May. My faith ! but ye re a bonnie 
chiel, wi' an ower proud look to come o' 
merchant bluid. What do men call ye? 
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Grin ye're spared, ye will be a buirdly man, 
I'm thinking." 

Lord Thurles came nearer and made lowly 
obeisance, bis fair young face flushing with 
anxiety to please in his answer. He said, " I 
hope I may grow strong and able, as I shall 
ever be wiUing to serve your Majesty faith- 
fully. All my ancestors have done so by 
their kings, before me, and I trust to follow 
their example." 

" Ancestors ! Cock ye up indeed for 
a city lad to talk o' that fashion. My 
certie! I like the bairn, though I canna 
rightly put a name to ye. Surely I've seen 
your face some-gate or ither," broke in 
James. 

Master Walsh now resolved to venture 
with, "Please you. Sire, your memory is 
faithful. It is the young heir of Ormonde, a 
ward of your Majesty's. His Grrace the 
Archbishop of Canterbury gave permission 
for him to ride with me, as I am an old 
retainer of his house, and we came from 
Lambeth hither.*' 
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The TCing gave a whistle and rolled his 
eyes round the room. 

"The young Lord Thnrles! It is no 
font o' Buckingham's that ye see me the 
day, anyhow ; for he doesna fancy your clan 
ower weel. But ye sail gang your ways like 
a gude haim, ere he come doon upon us. 
First o' a' IH see ye through a hit o' Latin, 
to judge how Doctor Abbott brings ye on in 
the grand old tongue. But what's astir 
now ?" he said, hastily, as Gibb was sum- 
moned to the door by some person without. 
" Archie, fool though ye be, ye hae a tongue 
that has nae need o' the grindstone. Grae 
oot, lad, an' see what is the fash now." 

Gibb re-entered, and went up to the 
King, saying, " Archie has no need to go ; 
I have but to say these words to your 
Majesty, — the Lord Somerset waits your 
pleasure !" 

" Puir yellow-haired Bobie Carr ! and 
shall I see his comely face once again !" 
exclaimed the king, joyfully rising, and 
then with a roll of his eyes and a look 



\ 
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of dismay : *' But whare to speak to him I 
dinna ken ! He is still an attainted prisoner, 
an' it were not seemly to admit the like to 
our royal chambers. I think I will gang to 
the pleasaunce. Archie, man, ye can bring 
the puir fallow round by the wee yett ye ken 
o'. And as for the Latin, Thurles, my 
laddie, ye may just bide here a wee, alang 
wi' these twa good people, till I get back to 
ye. There's baith Virgil and Horace lying 
on the table ; ye micht look over a page or 
twa, or evQr I be ready. I'll na be lang wi' 
puir Somerset." 

With his usual shambling gait he passed 
through the garden door, and soon dis- 
appeared behind the yew hedge, followed 
closely by Gibb, who returned shortly with 
Archie the fool, a merry wight, who amused 
the young lord mightily by his caustic de- 
scriptions of some of the courtiers, saluting 
several from a side window overlooking the 
palace-yard, and bandying sharp jests vidth 
them. 

Time sped on, the elders began anxi- 
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ously to look for the king's return, and 
speculate on the results of his interview in 
the gaxden. when approax^hing footsteps 
were heard without, and a hasty rap at the 
principal door made Gibb start from his 
place to ascertain the nature of the intrusion, 
whilst the others again withdrew to the 
further extremity of the apartment. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Ere John Gibb reached the folding-doors 
they were pushed open, and three gentlemen 
stood on the threshold in all the bravery of 
velvets and lace, dressed in the height of 
fashion, and the sunlight flashing on gold, 
jewelled ornaments, bright colours, and costly 
apparel. One cavalier advauced, and as he 
stood in the doorway, Walsh could compare 
him to nothing but sqme grand portrait in 
its frame. Even his enemies bore witness 
to the charms of face, figure, and address, 
which so eminently characterized the cele- 
brated George Villiers, Duke of Bucking- 
ham ; for it was he. Lord Kensington, after- 
wards Holland, who accompanied him, was 
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nearly as well favoured, but less haughty 
in demeanour. 

By the side of these two the Earl of 
Desmond cut a sorry figure; he was older, 
and looked neither handsome nor fit to com- 
pare vdth them, whilst his bearing was more , 
humble and fawning. Still, from habit 
and old association, he was much sought 
by the king, and constantly retained near 
him. 

Buckingham did not remove his plumed 
hat, but accosted Gibb in the tormenting 
manner so much detested by the old man. 

" Well I ancient Sawney the Scot ! how 
goes it ? What rare nestfiil of solemn non- 
sense are you hatching to-day? Art pre- 
paring an edict to bum, imprison, or banish 
all foreigners and papists, or to destroy all 
play-goers, play- writers, and play-houses ? 
Or has my royal dad and gossip set you here 
as chevalier d'honneur in waiting to old Bess 
thy countrywoman and her promising pup- 
pies? And where is the King? Hasten, 
put these spindleshanks of thine in motion. 
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and go, tell thy royal patron, that his faith- 
ful Dog has a matter for his attention." 

" The King is not at leisure, my lord," 
answered he, '* and it would ill please him to 
be disturbed ;" but the Duke peremptorily 
bade him " bandy no words with his superiors, 
but begone at once;" so saying, he flung 
himself negligently on a couch, with his 
back to the occupants of the room ; the 
other lords came in, and Gibb with a frown 
and shrug of his shoulders slowly went on 
his most unwelcome errand. He looked 
vexed enough, as indeed he felt, at this in- 
opportune arrival, while Master Walsh anxi- 
ously watched his young charge, hoping he 
would remain quiet and be unnoticed. 

~ Buckingham yawned, fidgeted with the 
costly buttons of his doublet, twirled his 
long perfumed curls, spoke in a low voice to 
his friends, and finally commenced humming 
a popular song of the day. Archie the 
jester took up the air with an absurd parody 
upon the words, and came nonchalantly 
towards the three lords; perching himself 
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on a table close to Buckingham, and com- 
mencing to read virith great attention jfrom a 
small book 'he took up, making grotesque 
faces as he turned the leaves. 

" How now, knave !" said the Duke. 
" Hast turned clerk ? What abstruse study- 
keeps thee so dumb ?" 

" Even a collection of wise saws, and im- 
proving proverbs, most noble Buckingham. I 
am, as you say, knave and fool ; and being so, 
I find it hard to understand you other wise 
men, so I even read for the benefit of my 
brain." 

" I held thee guiltless of possessing such 
a thing/' laughed Buckingham. "Where 
dost bestow it in this wondrous empty nut 
upon thy shoulders?" he added, filliping 
Archie on the head virith a riding-gauntlet 
which lay near. 

"And what wise saw pleased thee best, 
Wisdom, if we be bold enough to ask ?" de- 
manded Lord Holkud in a mocking tone. 

" Every dog has his day, is a neat conceit, 
I think," replied Archie, slyly glancing at 
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Buckingham, whose pet name, given by the 
King, was well known at court. " Belike we 
may all test the truth of that to our cost, 
for are we not courtiers? I have heard 
it said, kings Hke bears oft worry their 
keeper,, and'though Ukewi. he Thalf a 
kmg who has the king's good graces (while 
they last), yet princes' favour is but as a 
quagmire to buUd on ; but tell us, my lords, 
how goes it in the city ? what news have ye 
brought tacked on to these gay jerkins?" 

The lords scarce noted Archie's biting re- 
marks, but after a few moments Bucking- 
ham exclaimed testily : " That old Scotch 
dolt can surely never have told the King we 
wait ! Come, let us seek him ourselves ; 
he is like to be at the kennels." 

"By your leave, not so," said Archie, 
jingling his bells before the Duke's face, as 
he sprang across from the table to the 
window with the agility of a monkey. 
" No, no, cousin Buck, his Majesty is culti- 
vating a plant rare at court, called herb of 
grace, and must not be disturbed or sought 



60 THE PROPHECY. 

without Master Gibb. And I crave our 
Grace's leave to ask, is it true you have 
newly got a most noble coach and six pranc* 
ing horses, fit to adorn a royal progress, 
besides liveries of silver and gold that dazzle 
even the sun himself?" 

■** Even so, most eloquent and sapient Ar- 
chibald. Tou are correctly informed ; now 
tell, good fool, why do you ask ? Dost wish 
to borrow it to drive thy sweetheart out ?" 

" Not I ; alack the day that you should 
be so unlucky ! you will not be wanting it 
much longer, for Cars will soon be the mode 
again, if I be not a blind fool indeed. Look 
to it there yourself," exclaimed the jester, 
derisively pointitig to the pleasaunce. 

Buckingham glanced towards the garden 
alleys in expectation of some merry quip of 
Archie's, but in spite of all the noble Duke's 
sang froid, he started at the group thus 
brought before him. There, in the centre of 
a parterre King James stood, seemingly in 
the deepest and most afiectionate conversa- 
tion with a tall, yellow-haired gentleman, in 
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whom, to liis dismay, he recognized Carr, 
Earl of Somerset, his hated rival of hygone 
days. A smothered oath burst from his lips, 
but catching the jester's mocking eye fixed on 
him, he quickly recovered himself, saying : — 
" His Majesty and Lord Somerset have, I 

\ presume, weighty secrets to discuss. See, 

my lords, how gracious our sovereign can be, 
thus to show clemency towards one tried and 
condemned by his peers ; one, too, summoned 
from a place of banishment. Oh ! most re- 

j freshing sight in these days ! Say ye not so ?" 

The other gentlemen were equally thun- 
derstruck at the sudden appearance of the 
Earl, of whom James took leave, repeatedly 
embracing and folding him in his arms, till 
at length they parted, and the King, followed 
by Gibb, took his way slowly towards the 
palace. 

I He came in, and seated himself by the 

window, his countenance wearing a most 
sullen air ; nor did he greet the three lords 
with his usual familiarity ; for, sooth to say, 
the royal James was far from pleased at being 
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thus caught by Buckingham secretly holding 
converse with one avowedly the Duke's 
enemy. 

Nobody spoke ; at length, looking from 
one to the other, he said pettishly : — 

'' Weel, lords an' gentles, is London in a 
lowe (blaze), or hae ye anither Gruy Fawkes' 
business to haver about, that ye make your 
way intil your King's maist retired cham- 
ber's privacy ? Dinna ye ken we choose na 
to be plaguit wi' business fashes at hours gi'en 
to our ain delectation an' pursuits ? Can we 
not call the poorest summer parlour our ain ?" 

Buckingham and his companions bent the 
knee before the angry monarch, and Ken- 
sington took upon himself to reply : — ; 

" We must implore forgiveness, dear lord 
and gracious master. His Highness the 
Prince despatched us with this note; of 
course, we hastened to obey his commands, 
as it must ever be our pleasure to approach 
your Majesty. We can but await your lei- 
sure, or a more fitting moment to open our 
business/' 
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The handsome Kensington presented a 
letter, with suitable reverence; the King 
took it, saying : — 

" We perceive it verily is Babie Charles* 
ain handwriting and seal. For a' that, we 
sail no be constrained to attend to any 
work till such time as we sail ourselves se- 
lect. Ye need na glower o' that fashion, 
Steenie," he said to the Duke ; *' it suits na 
the cut o' your face, an' gars ye luik unco 
like an ill- willy bairn." 

* ' If I look grieved, it is that my royal 
master should seem so much disturbed by 
our arrival," returned Buckingham, care- 
lessly ; " but now I look around, I see not 
only unwonted company, but also forbidden 
fruit," pointing to the basket stiU open, as 
James had left it. *' Ah ! my gracious dad ! 
I suspect you fear I should tell Doctor 
Mayeme, or my own lady mother, of aU 
these plums and melons. Gramercy ! there 
are enough to garnish one of Lord Carlisle's 
banquets ! By your leave, I will prove them : 
right good Chasselas grapes, I warrant ; re- 
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minding me of lovely France, and doubtless 
all the sweeter because forbidden. Ah ! your 
Majesty is found out!" laughed the bold 
favourite, helping himself liberally, whilst 
James, never able to withstand the influence 
of his powerful protege, called him a grace- 
less knave, and speedily commenced laughing 
and humouring him as usual. 

During the foregoing scene, Walsh and 
LordThurles stood quietly in the background: 
the elder devoutly wishing Buckingham else- 
where ; but James now recollected them, and, 
beckoning the lad to his side, said slyly : — 

* * An' here's anither forbye that ye looked 
na for ; young Thurles, our ward, frae Doctor 
Abbott, come down to get a look at the fair 
&ce o' Nature, wi' yonder gude merchant- 
man. They came no to see me, but auld 
Gibb yonder, an' I happened in upon them 
a whilie syne." 

Young Thurles flushed up, but boldly 
stepping forward towards the King, knelt on 
one knee, while he said — 

"Your Majesty will graciously pardon my 
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boldness, but I cannot say I came to Theo- 
balds for aught but to get speech of your 
Grace — most humbly to ask you will think 
of my unfortunate grandfather, sick in body 
and far more sick at heart, pining away his 
days in prison, nearly starving for want of 
means, and yet praying for your Majesty 
each day." 

The young advocate's handsome counte- 
nance and speaking eyes touched James's 
goodnature ; he signed to him to rise, and 
was about to address him, when Bucking- 
ham exclaimed : — 

**I thought I knew yonder stripling! 
Pray, my good child, how long has the Arch- 
bishop allowed naughty varlets who learn 
nothing to become court petitioners, and to 
arraign their sovereign's decrees ? Forsooth, 
child, thou art ignorant of what thou hast 
said in all its meanings. But thou art indeed 
an apt suppliant. I would stake a round 
sum that thou hast begged off many a 
chastisement from thine own self. Good 
old Abbott is my friend, as well thou 

VOL. I. F 
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knowest; and I am too frequently over 
at Lambeth Palace not to be well aware 
of the character given thee by thy mas- 
ters." 

The young lord bit his lip at the epithet 
of "child," with which the Duke began, 
and before he ceased speaking — ^in a tone 
most irritating from its mixture of patron- 
age and mockery— the lad's anger fairly 
blazed out. Clenching his hand he an- 
swered — 

"I trow my character, as you please to 

say, Lord of Buckingham, may quite as 
weU bear looking into as your own, for 
I am young and may amend, and thus 
have more chance than you. But let me 
tell you in this presence, I am old enough 
to know your malice against the House of 
Ormonde, as my grandsire can avouch. 
When I grow to man's estate I shall soon 
see if I cannot bring all your enmity to day- 
light." 

Buckingham pretended great alarm, laugh- 
ing loud at the menacing attitude and angry 
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face of the spirited boy, and woidd have 
gone on tormenting him had not James 
checked him, though smiling himself also, 
with — " Hush, laddie ! hush ! We may not 
quietly hear sic disrespectfii' words. Whisht 
noo! whisht! As for you, Duke Steenie, 
dinna ye anger the caUant ony mair. He's 
het an' passionate, I grant — an evil frame o' 
mind for ony age. But I loe na ane wha 
can never be angered, for he that is without 
sorrow is without gladness, sae he that is 
without anger is without love. For a' that, 
we maunna let a laddie like this forget the 
place he stands in, and flyte his elders before 
us. Sae, Thurles, baud your peace. Lord o* 
Desmond step oot an speak ; he is sib to 
your leddy, and doubtless ye owerluik him. 
Is he in good repute at Lambeth? What 
Hke wiU he be T 

Lord Desmond smiled significantly to 
Buckingham ais he replied — 

**I greatly fear me the watermen on 
Thames get more of his attention than the 
studies fit for a gentleman of his estate. I 
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have heard likewise that he but little affects 
the company of his equals, although he aye 
puts on bravely to those below him." 

" It is false ! and if it were even as thou 
sayest," broke in the boy, hotly, "whose 
fault is it but of those who keep us from 
our own ? When the Earl of Ormonde is 
deprived of his rights and imprisoned, it 
would ill beseem his grandson to consort 
with his foes. But I cannot abide here and 
keep my temper within bounds; so with 
his Majesty's permission I take my leave/* 

And kissing the King's hand, he darted 
from the room in a downright passion, 
quickly followed by Walsh, only too thank- 
ful • to get him away ere worse mischance 
came of it. The King chuckled at his sud- 
den flight : Lord Desmond assumed an air of 
great concern and offered to follow, saying, 
" Let me bring back this unmannerly boy, 
who treats your Majesty — ^to say nothing of 
ourselves — in so unseemly a fashion. I 
trow his hot blood wants cooling, and his 
old grandfather deserves no favour for per* 
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mitting a wild youth to disturb the royal 
peace." 

" Tut tut ! Eichie !" replied James ; " gin 
nane o' our peers gied us waur to dree than 
yon callant, it wad be a ploy to hear them 
fleech and yammer. Let the boy gang. 
Gin all were to be done ower again we 
would, maybe, no lean sae hard on the 
Ormonde. Auld Earl Thomas had- nae 
muckle fancy to gie his bonnie daughter wi' 
her still bonnier tocher to a landless loon ca'ed 
Eichie Preston. He an' his, hae done us 
mair gude than we've done him, puir body." 

Lord Desmond auswered in a constrained 
maoner, '^ caa willingly forgive aQ my part 
of the boy's insolence ; his contempt towards 
your Grace's judgment, and the accusations 
he threw out, I cannot so easily forget." 

" Eneuch, eneuch ! let that flee stick i' the 
wa'," said the King. *^ Here's Steenie as 
dumb as a trout. Come your ways, lads, 
well gang to the kennels. I sail show ye 
some braw dogs newly come frae the North. 
The day's wearin' on ; come awa' ere we a' 
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get fashed to death wi' havers anent anld 
Onnoiide and the saaej lad just gane oot. 
Ance mair, I say, Steenie, Bichie, and Hany, 
come awa'." 




CHAPTEE V. 

The king shambled along towards the 
garden entrance, when suddenly rousing 
him self from his reverie, Buckingham stepped 
before him, saying, " Dear, dad ! work before 
play : business before kennels. We are 
bound to take back an answer to his high- 
ness the Prince, who despatches a courier to 
Paris this very night. So come ; to your 
Majesty's cabinet." 

James was dreadfully put out ; all seemed 
bent on worrying him, he thought; but 
after disputing the point, he finally yielded 
with a bad grace, and led the way up stairs^ 
to his private sitting-room, which contained 
a heterogeneous mass of books, papers, boxes, 
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and plans, the very picture of untidiness and 
disorder. Casting himself down in an arm- 
chair, with a look of great sullenness, he bade 
Buckingham " Go on, and a plague upon it." 

The lords seated themselves, and Lord 
Kensington commenced reading the draft of 
various despatches to and from the French 
Government, all relating to the treaty pend- 
ing for the marriage of the Prince of Wales 
and the Princess Henrietta Maria of France ; 
voluminous documents, really requiring no 
small amount of patience to follow. 

James's brow grew more and more cloudy 
as sheet after sheet was read. By-and-by 
he stopped the reader abruptly with an im- 
patient oath, peevishly asking, " Why do ye 
ding a' this for the hundredth time into our 
lug ? To the point, man, to the point. Hae 
we not written, an' caused to be written a' 
the settlement and provision we think &t for 
the lassie? We are sick o' Babie Charles 
and his wife-hunting ; we have given our con- 
sent to sae muckle, we'll no stir ae foot mair, 
Sae shut your mouth, pack up your rigma- 
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roles, Kensington ; we mann get a breath o* 
caller air to freshen us up a bittie." 

" Unfortunately, gracious master," an- 
swered Kensington, "his highness desired 
specially I would take back some of the letters 
which passed on the Spanish match. We 
must refer to a passage in one of Olivares', 
which is most important. The young 
Princess of France will certainly stipulate 
for priests and chapels. The Papists are all 
in fear lest she should be constrained in her 
religion. In good sooth the match is like to 
stick, on the matter of toleration, they say. 
Now, we must go over these letters in which 
Olivares treats of a like matter. Then, with 
your royal signature to a paper or two, our 
unwelcome intrusion will be over." 

The King grumbled and growled, but 
finding there was no escape for him, pro- 
ceeded to unlock a travelling cabinet, and 
sought through its recesses for the papers 
demanded ; in vain he turned over his store 
of documents — the missing bundle was not 
to be seen. Calling Gibb, who always waited 
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without, James intrusted him with a key, 
with orders to bring the parcel contained 
in a strong casket standing in his bed- 
chamber, fidgeting and fretting the whole 
time he was away. At last he returned 
with the key in his hand. 

** Whare's the papers, ye fool ?" cried the 
Bang ; " how dare ye come back without 
them ? When they are in our chamber, we 
ken, and consequently in your charge." 

" Ne'er a ane o' them. Sire, did ever I get 
a sight of," stoutly asserted Gibb. ** Please 
yourMajestie, there isnocht but receipts for 
sick puppies, an the method o' training 
faucons, as sent by his highness your son-in- 
law ; but as for papers o' state, the casket's as 
toom o' them as a spendthrift's pouch o' siller." 

" Doited old idiot, that ye are !" exclaimed 
James, abnost purple with rage. '* A pacquet 
o' the maist importance ! Find them you 
must and shaQ, or I will do ye a mischief. 
Awa' wi' ye ! Turn a' things oot till ye 
find them ! Dinna contradict me, ye auld 
rascal. Haste ye, or I'll get angry!" he 
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went on, not listening to the gentleman's 
entreaties he would calm himself. 

The royal James had been chafing in- 
wardly so long, that now he permitted his 
choler to find vent ; he flew into the most 
violent rage, swearing frightfully, as was his 
wont, under the strong influence of passion, 
and almost alarming the three spectators by 
his excessive anger. 

Gibb re-entered shortly without having 
found the papers. The sight of him, empty 
handed, put the finishing touch to the sove- 
reign's intemperate fury. 

Rising from his seat, he seized Gibb by 
the shoulders, and shook him violently ; then, 
as Lord Desmond essayed to loosen his grasp, 
he feU back, sputtering with anger, in such 
a manner, that the lords hastened to unloose 
his rufi*, and let him breathe freely. 

We have said how devotedly the old servant 
had attended his royal master, and though 
he had borne many an outburst before, he 
now saw with alarm the height to which the 
King's paroxysm of rage had risen. Falling 
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on his knees before him, he raised his hands 
supplicating to be heard. James was by this 
time able to speak, and poured forth maledic- 
tions and opprobrious epithets unnumbered, 
and, forgetting himself eren yet more, gave 
several cmel kicks to his iaithfid servant, 
even as he knelt hnmblj before him. 

The scene had become a most painful one 
to the bystanders, bat certainly no one was 
prepared for its termination. 

Instantly Gibb rose^ with some dignity in 
his manner, turning very white, but speaking 
to the King firmly. 

** Sir," said he, " I hae served you since 
we were baith young thegether. Ye have 
never found me tell a lee, or be unfaithfu to 
my trust. A poor dependant though I be, 
I dinna deserve sic treatment frae ony ane, 
leastways from your Majestie, nor could I 
thole to live longer in your presence after 
the like disgrace. May ye prosper and fare 
weel. Sire — but I will see your face nae 
mair. 

So saying, he made a slight reverence to 
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the lords, and quitted the room, with tears in 
his eyes. 

Save the King, no one spoke ; he was still 
in a rage. **Gae your ain gate, ye auld 
sorrow !" he cried. " To think we should be 
sae muckle thwarted by a doddered carle ! 
A' things gae traverse the day/' he grumbled 
forth, graduaQy quieting down, and casting 
off his peculiar glances all round the room, 
taking in at once the occupation as well as 
expression of the three lords. 

Buckingham was leaning back in his chair, 
playing iharutyringismiUng at the 
King's angry face ; Desmond stood cool and 
impassable behind his majesty's chair, and 
KeLbgtoo. looM.g gra Jr tL „ual, ar- 
ranged the papers lately turned over by the 
King in his hasty search through the cabinet. 

** Ye need na mock me at our just choler, 
Steenie," said the King, now regaining his 
good humour little by little. " Mild though 
we be, the obstinacy of yon auld fiile, wad try 
the patience of a saint." 

" I think I have often told your Majesty 
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he would irritate mine past endurance, with 
his preachings and solemn airs,** replied the 
Ihike, who kept np the conyersation till he 
had coaxed James into amiabilitj once more, 
and before long induced him to think of 
answering the Prince of Wales's letter, and 
thus concluding the business which they 
were anxious to terminate. 

The despatch lay before them, when Lord 
Kensington came forward, with a pacquet in 
his hand, which the King no sooner set eyes 
on than he seized it, exclaiming, " The vera 
ane wanting ! the vera ane ! Whare ever was 
it, that we passed it by ?" 

"I found it carefully placed beneath a 
Latin oration of your Majesty's own compo- 
sition and writing," said he, '*and imme- 
diately perceived it to be the paper re- 
quired." 

" Aweel, you judged richtly. Auld 
Johnnie Gibb is not to blame, after all ! 
We will hae to confess ourselves over-hasty 
spoken. I'm thinking. Call in the puir 
bodie an' let us make peace thegither." 
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" Dear dad," said the Duke, hastily, " do 
let him wait ! For pity's sake give us our 
letters, and bid us God-speed, ere you suflfer 
the long-winded worthy to pour out his 
harangue before us ; for, in my opinion, 
Master Gibb will treat us to a discourse 
worthy of John Knox, his model ! Though, 
indeed 'twas a business of kicks more than 
knocks, for that matter !" 

'*Te're no telling me I gied him ony 
kicks ! I did but rant a bittie at the carle ; 
but," said James, quite eagerly, " my certie ! 
I raised nor hand nor heel to him !" 

Buckingham^ burst out laughing, as he 
answered: "A harder storm of kicks and 
cuffs, or better proof that my royal master 
has no gout remaining, I never wish to see ! 
There is no mistake, for old Gibb's face of 
consternation nearly got the better of my 
discretion. Such a wo-begone countenance 
nearly made my laughter explode, as he saw. 
But a minute or two later will do for your 
grace's excuses ; so let us think of his High- 
ness the Prince, and to work !" 
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James was too desirous of getting rid of 
business, and following his own plans, to 
gainsay the Duke ; accordingly the necessary 
letters were written, signed, and sealed ; the 
despatches were given to Lord Kensington, 
and the King was declared at liberty to do 
whatsoever he pleased. 

** Eichie, man," he said to Desmond, " as 
a fellow Scot, 'tis fitting ye abide with us to 
witness our just reparation of our wee bit 
bleeze out. 'Odsake ! but the doctors maun 
be richt, that melons an' prunes gae unco 
against the grain o' our digestion, for we have 
no been sae ruffled, the Lord ken's the day ! 
Puir Johnnie maun receive our excuses ; call 
him in forthwith. And, hark ye ! bring us 
a flask o' Cyprus, till we taste it when a's 
done." 

Lord Desmond obeyed, and as the others 
had summoned their suite, and taken the 
road for London, James was left alone. 

He placed himself in an easy-chair, drew 
a stool towards him, muttering that Gibb 
should for once be honoured with a seat in 
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the Presence; whilst he fumbled in the 
pockets of his enormous trunk hose, looking 
for certain gold pieces which he imagined 
might be a balm to his old retainer's in- 
juries. 

Lord Desmond returned, followed by an- 
other personage of the household, saying, " I 
cannot give your grace tidings of Master 
Gibb. Wilson, here, saw the last of him : 

4 

therefore I brought him to relate what he 
knows." 

Making a low bow to the King, Wilson 
began: "I was, according to my duty at 
this hour, seated with Eobin and Clark, who 
are in waiting for his Majesty's chamber to- 
day. We were in the hall near to Master 
Gibb's chamber; he passed through the 
midst of us slowly, seeking his own door, but 
briefly came forth again. He gave me these 
two bunches of keys, saying, * Wilson, you 
are next to myself in order of attendance 
upon the King ; to you I give up the keys I 
have honestly borne these forty-five years. 
See his grace be served in all as he is wont to 

VOL. I. a 
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be, although I shall never serve him more !' 
While we stared and marvelled at his strange 
manner and words, he hurried out." 

" From thence," continued Desmond, " he 
went to the stables, mounted a horse, and 
started towards London." 

^^ Marry he did!" said WHson. "The 
lads say he turned round to look towards his 
Majesty's windows, the tears raining from 
his eyes ; for aU that not a syllable could be 
got from him, good or bad. All are in 
wonderment !" 

James listened with consternation; and 
clasping his hands in dismay, exclaimed, 
" My ain puir auld Johnnie ! Is it sae ? 
Gang awa wi' the swiftest steed ye can get ; 
take as many loons as ye like alang wi' ye ; 
so that ye haste to bring him back to me. 
The Evil One got hold o' us, when we han- 
dled him sae sairly. Lord Desmond, gar 
them hasten : I'll be in no peace till I get a 
blink of his dour face. Begane !" 

The King was really grieved ; and his re- 
morseful regret went on increasing during 
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the considerable time which intervened be- 
tween his orders and the party's return. 
When he heard footsteps approaching, he 
threw the door open and stood ready to re- 
ceive his justly offended servant. 

At last Lord Desmond and others ap- 
peared, leading Gibb in triumph, although 
he looked most unwilling to obey. The un- 
merited treatment, and insult which he had 
received, had deeply wounded his feelings ; 
the more so from Buckingham's presence, of 
whose constant sarcasms and tormenting 
manner the tetchy old Scot had a horror. 
However, there was no help for it ; so he 
was led up to James, who offered to embrace 
him; but he stepped back, and remained 
silent. The King implored his forgiveness 
in every term of apology, ending by, •' We 
are truly willing to confess it, an' be humili- 
ated as ye and all see ;" upon which he at^ 
tempted to kneel down before Gibb, a matter 
which his immense hose, not to speak of his 
corpulency, rendered by no means easy. 

The scene was a droll one : the King in 
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the most grotesque attitude blubbering out 
the broadest Scotch, and resisting all efforts 
to drag him to his feet ; Gibb, half melted by 
his grief, but still very stiff and dignified, 
and the spectators open-mouthed at such un- 
usual performances. 

Lord Desmond urged the old man forward : 
he said, " I maist earnestly beg your Grace 
nae further to humble me, by putting your- 
sel' in sic an unfitting position ; I rejoice that 
my royal master finds puir auld John is no 
the liar an' knave he ca'ed him a while since, 
an' I beg to be allowed go my ain ways. Let 
the younger anes take my office." 

" None but yoursel, John Gibb ! Gin ye are 
the leal honest man I take ye for, ye'll forgive 
an' forget. Grant me pardon for the passion I 
flew into, auld friend ! I am like to be paid oot 
for it, I'm thinkin', for the dolour whilk had 
left our left foot, has come back the last whilie 
in our richt ane ; and, oh, man ! but it's terri- 
ble sair," said James, disconsolately, as with 
a grimace of pain he rose and hobbled to a 
seat. In a second, Gibb was at his side. 
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placing the cushioned rest to support the 
aching limb, and offering these small cares 
which are priceless to a person in pain. 
When he had arranged his master in the 
most comfortable position possible, he cried : 
** Say nae mair, your Grace, I will live and 
dee by your side gin it pleasure ye. There- 
fore, friend Wilson, I sail just trouble ye for 
thae keys. I thought his Majesty wad likely 
hae pitten yon papers in some of his ain 
pigeon holes — but a's weel that ends weel. 
Sae dinna vex your royal sel aboot it," he 
concluded, whilst the King shook his head 
rather sadly. 

Gibb kept his word ; he faithfiilly served 
his irascible master through his last terrible 
iUness, during which the Countess of Buck- 
ingham's constant interference was a sore 
thorn in his side. Nor was he exempt from 
the popular belief that she had a hand in 
the king's death; and when the investiga- 
tions on the subject were made public, would 
groan and shake his head, muttering anathe- 
mas on the " papistical auld witch wife." 
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Gibb was never reconciled to the Duke of 
Buckingham, and bitterly lamented his con- 
tinuation of influence and favour. The en- 
deavours made to reinstate Lord Somerset in 
people's minds signally failed ; but James did 
not long survive the time when we saw him 
at Theobald's, for on the 27th March, 1625, 
he died, leaving his son Charles to ascend 
the throne, which was to bring him such 
misfortunes. 

The eflTorts of honest Walsh and the youth- 
ful Lord Thurles produced no amelioration 
in the unfortimate Earl of Ormonde's capti- 
vity : he languished in the Fleet till the 
year after James's death, when King Charles 
released him, and though still unjustly de- 
prived of his property, he was enabled to 
take a house in Drury Lane, to which he re- 
moved his grandson from Lambeth. 

What befel the youth a few years later 
will be seen in the sequel by those whose 
patience has sustained them through these 
introductory chapters. 



CHAPTEE VI. 

Between two and three years had elapsed 
since the accession of King Charles, bringing 
in their course great changes to some of the 
personages we have mentioned; although 
Buckingham's fortunes continued steadily in 
the ascendant, his favour at Court exceeding 
even that wHch he had enjoyed in the pre- 
vious reign. 

The refined tastes of both King Charles 
and his lovely young Queen had greatly 
altered the tone and habits of the royal cir- 
cle ; still, in magnificence and appreciation of 
everything artistically beautiful, Bucking- 
ham almost stood paramount. His splendid 
abode, York House, was continually thronged 
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by the learned and famous, as well as 
by all the wits, poets, and painters of 
the day. His approbation was requisite to 
insure the success of any novelty ; and he 
was a liberal patron to those who sought 
him. He was indeed the centre of a Court as 
brilliant as that of Whitehall, and he main- 
tained it with lavish profusion. 

It was whispered abroad that Henrietta 
Maria was not free from jealousy of Bucking- 
ham, on account of his unbounded influence 
over her royal husband, and resented the ar- 
rogance he frequently displayed towards her- 
self; but even if temporary disagreements 
did take place between them, certain it is, 
that the Duke always retained his position 
as the King's almost inseparable companion 
and dearest friend. 

It is not, however, with the all-powerftj 
favourite that we have now to do : we must 
penetrate into a small dingy house of wretched 
appearance not far from Westminster Abbey, 
but in such an out-of-the-way corner, that 
none of the life of London streets reached it. 
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The quaint nook where it stood has long 
since disappeared, although, in the days we 
speak of, it existed, as dismal and quiet as 
though far removed from a great city. In 
fact, the owner had obtained it for a trifle, 
just because it seemed so dilapidated and 
unprepossessing, that nobody cared to in- 
habit such a melancholy abode. 

Here, with scant furniture and still scan- 
tier comforts, had John Gibb established 
himself after King James's demise ; having 
been at once dismissed, with a small pension 
however, for his past services, through Buck- 
ingham's entreaties; for he assured King 
Charles, emphaticaQy, that the sight of such 
a solemn old face would act as a kill-joy to 
all their mirth, and that the famihar footing 
and latitude in giving his opinions encou- 
raged by the late king, would be unbear- 
able. 

Gibb was deeply wounded : he had been 
so long about the court that now he scarcely 
knew what to do with himself, and as he 
easily traced his dismissal to the Duke's 
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advice, his hatred toward Buckingham had 
increased proportionately. He fell ill, of a 
long tedious sickness, which kept him a 
prisoner in the lodgings which he then occu- 
pied near Whitehall : his room became the 
resort of numerous other old Scotchmen 
deprived of their offices, and sadly discon- 
tented at the new fashions inaugurating the 
new reign. 

Always inclined to stinginess, age and 
sickness increased his parsimonious habits ; 
he missed the good living he had enjoyed 
free of expense at the royal table ; and yet he 
grudged purchasing even the commonest food 
for himself. He lost all the quiet drollery 
which he had possessed in earlier days ; con- 
tinually brooding over his wrongs, and con- 
sidering himself an injured man, whilst in 
the daily meetings at his dwelling, many a 
prophecy of woe was delivered against the 
Court. The Eoman Catholic queen, her 
Mass and her priests were anathematized, 
and Gibb became hourly more devoted to the 
language and tenets of John Knox ; adopting 
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the most precise and austere deportment, and 
becoming daily more gloomy and morose. 

As soon as his health permitted, he 
sought out a cheaper and more retired abode, 
which when found, was speedily known to, 
and frequented by, the peculiar sect with 
whom alone he kept up an intimacy. 

Few others crossed his threshold save his 
sister, Janet Gibb, — or rather. Mistress 
Brown, — who occasionally made her way in 
to see her niece Barbara, not caring for the 
very doubtful welcome she received from her 
brother. 

His daughter led a melancholy life ; yet, 
knowing no other, she never murmured ; 
and though lonely, she was not unhappy : 
day by day passing monotonously in her 
quiet existence. 

She had been a delicate child ; pronounced 
by the nurses to be " a puir bit thing, no 
lang for this warld!" but she gained 
strength with years, and though still slightly 
lame, at seventeen had no ailment or iU 
health to complain of. 
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Her father loved no other living thing ; 
but even this feehng had taken a sombre 
turn, which manifested itself in increased 
strictness of discipline and seclusion. 

Owing to her lameness, Barbara had not 
been accustomed to go oiit much. From 
a Huguenot woman who had lived some 
years with her father, she had learned 
to excel in various kinds of lacemaking 
and embroidery; and being gifted with 
great taste in designing both devices and 
patterns, her handiworks found a ready 
sale. 

Her aunt took charge of them, carrying 
on the business of taking orders, and receiv- 
ing payment, as Barbara seldom left the 
house save to accompany her father to re- 
ligious meetings, or at long intervals, when 
she obtained his permission to visit Mistress 
Brown. Now she was more frequently left 
at home with the old woman who attended 
to the little household ; for Gibb was per- 
petually occupied with preachings and as- 
sembHes amongst his Mends, where discus- 
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sions began to be mooted which they cared 
not that all should hear. 

One day Mistress Brown picked her steps 
through the heaps of old brick and piles of 
mouldering timber which rendered the path 
towards Gibb's door both disagreeable and 
difficult to tread. She carried a bundle in 
her hand, and was comfortably attired in 
the latest fashion of her class, as wife of a 
thriving tradesman ; her good-humoured 
round face peering out of her hood and 
pinners as she tapped for admittance. 

The cross old woman who opened the 
door smiled grimly as she let her in ; even 
old Polly was not proof against the fascina- 
tions of a little gossip, and Mistress Brown's 
visits were the only opportunities given to 
the inmates of that most silent house for 
hearing a scrap of news. 

Barbara occupied the upper story of the 
house, and received her aunt at the stair- 
head, joyfully welcoming her, and leading 
her into the chamber. 

It was low, and bare of furniture, yet the 
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girl had given it an air of refinement at 
variance with its rude ceiling and cai'petless 
floor. Drawing-materials of a simple kind, 
baskets of work, a few common flowers, 
coaxed from old Polly's marketing, and 
several frames for embroidering stood about, 
whilst some quaint old books on reUgious 
subjects, some foreign shells, and a dingy 
mirror in a black frame hung over the fire- 
place. 

Mistress Brown s wraps once taken ofi*, 
and herself placed in the best chair, Barbara 
drew forward a stool for herself ; and a large 
basket of work in difierent stages of com- 
pletion was brought out for her aunt's in- 
spection and approval. 

The girl was above seventeen, slight, and 
not tall; her complexion of that extreme 
white tint, which often denotes want of 
strength, or too constant application to 
sedentary employment. Her hands were pe- 
culiarly long and delicate, looking perfectly 
colourless, excepting for their blue veins ; 
she had an abundance of hair, of a dark 
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shade of red, which slie wore fastened plainly 
round her head, beneath a small white cap. 
Her face was very thin, but the features 
would have been called pretty had there 
been more life or animation in her counte- 
nance. One decided peculiarity she had 
that could not be passed by ; with her red 
locks she had large brown eyes, with dark 
eyebrows and eyelashes, which, when any- 
thing animated her, gave to her countenance 
a singularly brilliant expression. 

" You do come on rarely in your broidery, 
my lass," said the visitor, narrowly examin- 
ing a piece of satin, glittering with gold 
leaves and bright buds. ** I could get well 
paid for more than you have time to finish. 
Your devices are so good, I wish her Ma- 
jesty saw some of your works. Her Grace, 
'tis said, hath a taste for brave attire, and it 
might be the making of your fortune. But, 
lassie, now 1 look at you, there is something 
amiss about ye. Are ye iU, or what ails 
ye ?" putting her plump hand beneath her 
niece's chin. •' White cheeks and reddened 
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eyelids ! Come, come, dearest child, what is 
the matter — tell me ?" 

" Nothing, auntie dear," replifed Barbara ; 
*' at least naught to speak of. Maybe I have 
worked too much and late ; or maybe the 
dark murky skies we have had try my 
sight." 

" None of your maybes will do for me, 
child. Have I not known your face this 
seventeen year, come Martinmas, and me not 
to see there is something uncommon about 
ye this day ? Has your father been crabbed 
to ye ? I must and will hear the matter, so 
do ye not seek to put me ofi* with maybes," 
cried Mistress Brown. "Bless my heart! 
the child is weeping," she continued, as two 
large tears rolled silently down the girl's 
cheeks. "Come, dearie mine; what ails 

ye?" • 

" Only such silly whimsies that I think 
shame to speak of them. But I have such 
strange thoughts come upon me lately ! I 
sit by the lattice, striving to banish them, all 
in vain ; and oh me ! my poor father is sair 
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altered ; he has had yon wild-like friends of 
his so often to read and hold evening con- 
verse with him below, and all their talk is so 
gloomy of the exceeding sinfulness around, 
of the doom awaiting us, and then of the 
poor folk smitten with the pest, that when I 
am alone in my chamber hearkening to the 
abbey bell or to the wind howling and 
lamenting, I feel all eerie and scared. I 
fancy shadowy figures in the room near me, 
and all is so sad I feel like to die of terror." 
"Po#r lass! and no wonder," said her 
aunt, kindly. "Moped up in a wee place 
all by yourself, you are getting weary. You 
haven't even a cat to speak to ; and to my 
mind, talking is a great refreshment. Why ! 
an' I had not our street to divert me after 
business is done, I should be thinking of all 
the bogles and witches that ever rode broom- 
sticks. Now, your look-out is but over rub- 
bish ; and as to neighbours, why, you have 
none. Ah ! child, your father would not listen 
to me lang syne, when I said he would make 
a puir hand at bringing up an ae lassie. ' 'Tis 

VOL I, H 
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thousand pities he will not let yon live with 
ns. We've that airy large chamber above 
our own where you could work away to 
your heart's joy, and get an idea of the 
blessed sunlight, which I am sure never gets 
into this old bam from Christmas to Mid- 
suimner and ba<;k." 

Barbara replied very sadly, " I could not 
leave my poor father. I believe in his heart 
he loves me, though now-ardays he is ever so 
still and silent; he seldom vouchsafes to 
notice my presence. And stiU, Mo you 
know," she went on, " I grieve terribly 
because I cannot get taught more ; since 
that good Marie left (she who learned me to 
embroider and design), I have never had 
help. Were I not such a lame creature I 
might get the length of your house now and 
then ; but, indeed, 'tis a sad world enough 
to me." 

Barbara's tears fell fast now, and her* 
good-humoured aunt cried for sympathy. 

Gibb's house was in truth but an ungenial 
abode for a young girl. Full of imagination 
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and eager fancy, Barbara pined for en- 
couragement and affection ; whilst it grieved 
her very heart to hear the world was so 
wicked. She could not realize these" dark 
pictures of the human mind drawn by her 
father's friends, and by degrees had fallen 
into a melancholy state, which began seri- 
ously to affect her health. 

Mistress Brown was so much impressed 
with the necessity of taking immediate steps 
for her care, that she sought her brother, 
who sat reading a controversial pamphlet, 
ever and again consulting large volunies 
before him. She told him at once that it 
was absolutely needful for his daughter's 
health that she should change her dwell- 
ing, but he only shook his head solemnly, 
saying, 

"Woman! I tell thee the lassie hath a 
whean overtired herself, and nocht else." 

"And I teU thee, John Gibb, there is 
more ; she is dwining and pining away, never 
getting air or diversion, but working her 
fingers to the bone for your benefit. Take 
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heart o' grace, man, and let me get her home 
along with me for a while." 

" Get thee hence, Janet Gibb, and dinna 
pour forth your havers. What did the 
Lord give us hauns for but to work ? The 
lassie was aye a bit white hirpling thing, 
fitted to abide at home. Diversion ! Must 
I warn thee, thou blind worm of earth ! 
that such words befit not the lips of a 
▼irtuous housewife ? Thou art well mated 
to thine old gowk of a man. Te love the 
flesh-pots o' Egypt, and the awfii' doings at 
Whiteha*. Te make your habitation amang 
the tents o' the wicked o' the world, upon 
whom the vials o' wrath will be poured out 
speedily. Woe is me! for the days are 
evil ! Woe is me ! anathema ! woe !" 

Gibb was working himself up into a fit of 
enthusiasm. Mistress Brown, however, knew 
what she was about, and continued quietly, 

" Awell, awell ! what a pity it is ! for I 
had such an order for Barbara ! I cannot 
tell you how many more ells of satin flowered, 
the same as one she has designed. Mistress 
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Wabh has to send out some to the Qu^en of 
Bohemia through some of Master Walsh's 
foreign merchants, I think she said. Now, 
I could have let our Barbara have assistance, 
and I would have secured her the working of 
it. Ay ! our large upper room is as quiet 
as a church, and she might have settled her- 
self in it. I can but say you will not allow 
her to do it. Mistress Walsh had agreed, 
because I promised not to let the satin out 
of mj owa doors. 'Tis a pity, for a shower 
of gold pieces would have been the price." 

Gibb closed his book, and faced round to 
his sister, every wrinkle of his shrewd face 
quivering with eagerness. 

" Frail and fading sinner though ye are, 
forgetting your boimie land, and kindly 
Scots tongue, gin ye had tell't me first o' a* 
how that child o' mine could in any way serve 
the virtuous woman wha's better than rubies, 
even the gracious Leddy Elizabeth — the 
nursing mother of this our Israel, to whom 
and to her bonnie bauns we look with long, 
ing e'en — ^why, woman j though I wad na 
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lippen to you for weighty reasons, this alters 
the face of a' things. The lassie will gang 
and wark baith nicht and day, if ye will, for 
the Queen of Boheme I No but what I 
will be ill redd up by auld Polly. Barbara 
will be a want through the house ; but the 
case is especial. Mistress Walsh is decent 
and wiselike for a woman, and the girlie is 
ower much a lamiter to walk far eneuch for 
getting into evil devices. 

** Forbye, she is to keep her chamber, and 
no to be hearing the idle clashes among the 
fule bodies ye wile into your bakery. An* 
ye maun see the monies are a' richt and 
paid unto myself." 

Long did he ramble on ; every now and 
again putting in a word of abuse relating to 
Buckingham, and moumfuUy anticipating 
woes to come through his agency upon the 
faithful few. 

Mistress Brown, cunning dame ! had done 
well in mentioning the Queen of Bohemia, 
who was greatly loved by Gibb, and 
whose Protestant children were the hope 
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of the ultra Puritaa sect to which he be- 
longed. 

Nothing could succeed better than the bait 
carelessly thrown out; and it was quickly 
settled that Barbara should remove to her 
aunt's the following day ; returning to her 
father as soon as the embroidery was 
finished. Mistress Brown made every sort 
of promise about her seclusion and quiet 
life, which the cheerM bakeress did not 
strictly intend to carry out, if once she 
had her niece under her roof; consider- 
ing a less melancholy existence than when 
at home to be part of the maiden's cure. 

The Browns resided in Pudding Lane, 
where they prospered mightily in their busi- 
ness, and had even attained a certain cele- 
brity for the variety of breakfast cakes and 
rolls, not forgetting the famous " cookies," 
which they always had in abundance. Both 
husband and wife worked hard though they 
were well off: the dame was ambitious in 
her way and never grudged trouble to in- 
crease her custom. 
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They had no children; their house was 
comfortably furnished, and they were a weU- 
to-do, happy couple, as good-natured and 
fond of enjoying themselves, when business 
permitted, as any pair in the City. 

Barbara was enchanted at the unexpected 
change from her jowa dreary home, and lost 
no time in commencing her very elaborate 
design for the embroidery; her aunt and 
Mistress Walsh meanwhile seeking a fitting 
assistant to work imder her orders. 

The yoimg girFs naturally timid nature 
caused her rather to rejoice in her father's 
injunctions not to mingle with the frequent- 
ers of the bakery. To tell the truth, it was 
a favourite resort of gossips ; and both 
master and dame were curiously well in- 
formed of the sayings and domgs of their 
whole neighbourhood. 

When her assistant came to help in the 
less complicated parts of the work, Barbara 
was instaUed in a large upper room, and soon 
lost the excessive shyness which at first crim- 
soned her cheeks every time her companion 
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spoke. Even though working away dili- 
gently, there was quite enough to amuse her 
in all the new things she heard, and a few 
days made a great change in her appearance 
and spirits. Poor child I she had so little 
idea of London beyond her father's house, 
that she felt almost lost in amazement at 
her own ignorance when the second em- 
broideress chattered glibly about sights and 
places of which she knew nothing. 

It seemed perfectly marvellous, on the 
other hand, to the City maid, when she dis- 
covered that Dame Brown's niece had never 
seen St. Paul's, the Lord Mayor's show, and 
I know not what besides ; and she conse- 
quently described all these wonders over 
and over again in glowing terms. It was 
not, therefore, extraordinary that Barbara 
found abundant interest in even her work- 
ing hours. 

Thus time slipped away, and she had 
already been some weeks an inmate of her 
aunt's house, when the dame bounced in 
upon her, in a state of excitement, announc- 
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ing that the Walsh family had sent to bid 
them aU to a meny-making in honour of 
their eldest son's marriage ; and as Master 
Qibb always praised their family, especially 
Mistress Walsh, she thought it quite in 
accordance with his wishes, to take his 
young daughter to the promised festivity. 



CHAPTEE Vn. 

When the day came, Barbara, with some 
trepidation, domied her best suit, which she 
enlivened by some bright knots of ribbon 
presented for the occasion by Solomon Brown 
himself, to whom her sad-coloured dress was 
was not at all pleasing. Half frightened, 
half curious, she entered the room with her 
aunt and uncle on their arrival at Gold- 
smith's Row, and for the first time in her 
life found herself one of a large and merry 
company. 

When they appeared, their hostess smil- 
ingly bade them welcome, whilst her hus- 
band led Mrs. Brown to a seat. 

'^We thought an old acquaintance like 
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yourself would surely join us to-day/* he 
said, '* for we meet to wish good luck to our 
eldest son and his new-made wife. He has 
brought us a Dutch daughter from over sea ; 
and besides, our other boy. Pierce, has come 
back from Holland with them ; see, here he 
is !" continued Walsh, tapping a young man 
on the shoulder. 

"Tou never mean to say this is little 
Pierce, the rogue who used to steal my 
spiced nuts behind my ba^k. Why, lad, 
many's the batch of baking you have made 
to run risks, in your pranks at the bakery, 
to leave out the number of times poor Solo- 
mon s head got floured by you. Why, 
man alive, you are taller now than your 
father. I can hardly believe it i s your- 
self,'' exclaimed Mrs. Brown, shaking the 
hand of the stranger, who laughingly re- 
plied — 

" The very same Pierce, I assure you, ready 
to steal as many more spice nuts as you please. 
Dear me. Mistress Brown ! you have grown 
quite young again. I shall have to ask you 
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to dance presently, I vow/' he added, with 
a polite bow, 

"Look at the fellow, showing yon his 
foreign manners," said his delighted mother. 
" My word upon it, he is come home a fine 
cavalier !" 

Pierce laughed and joked, soon collecting a 
merry group around him, keeping them well 
amused, and trying to make his plump little 
Dutch sister-in-law talk Enghsh, whereat 
she shook her head and scolded him in her 
own language. 

Quiet Barbara, behind her aunt's ample 
skirts, looked on as at a new and strange 
sight, amused fully as much as any of the 
party, although little noticed by them. By- 
and-by her turn came, for Pierce came up 
goodnaturedly, seeing her alone in a corner, 
for the elders of the party were aU busied 
together in conversation. 

" We have sent for the fiddlers," he said, 
** and mean to dance a round. No doubt 
you, as well as myself, love dancing, young 
maid, so I must seek you for a partner." 
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Barbara coloured painfully as she answered, 
"I am lame, and could not dance, did I 
know how, Master Pierce. Pray leave me 
here with my aunt, for I can watch you 
all dancing, and it will be such a gay 
sight/' 

Pierce looked vexed that he had asked 
her, and then looking at her earnestly, 
broke out — ** Lame ! and if those brown eyes 
do not mislead me, by my troth it must be 
mine old acquaintance Barbara GKbb. Fool 
that I was not to remember you ! Many a 
time I have thought of my little quiet play- 
mate. I never recollected that you must 
have grown up to be a woman. Not three 
months since I thought of buying some 
shells one of the sea captains brought home, 
for the small maiden who used to be so fond 
of the like playthings. I am so glad to see 
you again. Do tell me how it fares with 
Master Gibb, and all about yourself." 

" I have the shells safe at home you gave 
me one Valentine's day," said Barbara, 
ghyly, and by degrees gained conMence 
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enough to chat with Pierce happily until 
the dancing claimed him. 

Merrily moved the dancers, the fiin grew 
lively, whilst the elders talked and sipped 
the famous cordials which Master Walsh's 
buffet liberally offered. 

The women gossiped, and the afternoon 
wore on in mirth, when a slight stir near 
the door was followed by the entrance of a 
tail slight young man, whose air and ap- 
pearance denoted another rank than that of 
the worthy citizens assembled together. 

The groups all made way for him as he 
came towards Master Walsh, with a frank 
joyous smile. He greeted the hostess 
warmly, and held out his hand to her hus- 
band, who exclaimed, " My dear lord, this is 
an honour we dreamed not of." 

But the new-comer interrupted him with, 
'* And it was by a mere chance I heard of 
your merry-making, my good friend. When 
I was told, I guessed some of your nonsense 
about respect or some such fiddlestick would 
prevent your giving me the chance of wel- 
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coming your new daughter, to say nothing 
of a dance with some of these pretty maids/* 
lie added glancing round, '' so I took leave, 
and here I am, unasked/' 

Walsh fetched his son and the young 
wife, saying aloud, , *' Good friends and 
neighbours all, bid hearty welcome to Lord 
Thurles, and thank him for the honour of his 
noble presence among us this day. Lotte 
and Thomas, make your obeisance to him." 

*'A fair welcome, happiness, and good 
luck attend ye both !" rejoined Lord Thurles 
heartily to the couple ; " all I ask is, a kiss 
from the bride and her hand for a dance,'* 
suiting the action to the word and compli- 
menting his partner in French, until she 
grew as red as a carnation. 

" But, friend Walsh, I give you warning, 
I intend to sup with this pretty company, 
so that you'U not get rid of me this blessed 
day," he said, whilst Walsh and his family 
were overjoyed at his condescension. 

He danced and laughed with the girls, 
renewed acquaintance with Pierce, took a 
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great fancy to Dame Brown, and sent her 
into extasies by praises of her " celebrated 
bakery/' 

Barbara sat mutely wondering, if all court 
lords resembled this charming and handsome 
young gentleman, why her father denounced 
them with such jBerce wrath. 

Lord Thurles enjoyed himself exceedingly, 
and, with Pierce to assist him, was the life 
and soul of all the fan they had. 

By the close of the day the party had all 
gathered round a supper, which in itself was 
a triumph for the dame's kitchen ; nor were 
specimens of Mistress Brown's art wanting 
in the shape of cakes and other good things 
from the bakery. Lord Thurles of course 
sat by Mistress Walsh, with the bride at l^is 
right hand, doing full justice to the delicacies 
before him, and keeping up a Kvely conver- 
sation with both neighbours. Healths were 
drunk, stories told, jokes passed round, till 
his hostess began to question the young 
Lord about Court, and scarcely under- 
standing why he knew apparently so little 
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of its proceedings : but he repKed honestly, 
" Why, in truth, without wit or wealth, it 
is not a place easy to succeed in, and, having 
but few occasions of presenting myself at 
Whitehall, and fewer doublets to appear in, 
dear dame, I e'en am fain to amuse myself 
elsewhere. However, I hear that there have 
been mighty gay doings of all kinds, and 
that now, if Lady Eleanor Davis is to be 
credited, everything is going astray." 

" Is it true then, my Lord," asked Dame 
Brown, " that the Court ladies are believing 
in all she says, the misguided woman ? When 
I was a lassie in the North, I'll not deny 
but we used to think a great deal of the 
fortunes we got on Hallow-e'en, burning 
nuts, pulling kail, and the like cantrips. I 
have known things come strangely about 
afterwards ; but this lady must be a fearful 
woman." 

" It is said," replied he, " that great faith 
is shown in Dame Eleanor's sayings ; but 
his Majesty likes not the practice of consult- 
ing her, and, I hear, has forbidden her the 
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Court. As to me, I care not about the 
matter ; lying prophecies are not worth re- 
peating, though if I heard a pleasant one 
touching myself, I think for the sake of 
Tariety I would treasure it up. But Lady 
Eleanor has mightier visions than the for- 
tunes of a poor, needy lord like me ; so I 
shall never have my faith put to the trial." 

Lord Thurles spoke jestingly, but Master 
Walsh looked serious, and answered in a very 
grave manner, which caused his hearers to 
listen in surprise. 

^' The solemn prophecy of a far more gifted 
seer does indeed rest on you, young lord, 
and by God's grace will, I firmly believe, be 
fulfilled ere you die !" 

" You speak so earnestly, that I must ask 
you to explain,'* said Lord Thurles, " or I 
shall begin to deem myself a doomed man. 
Say, old friend ! what do you mean ?" 

" The story is a long one," said Walsh ; 
** but as you know it not, you ought to be 
enlightened, for it calls you to a life for the 
good of others, as well as for your own ad- 
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vanr;^rm(mt. TJie time is suitable, so if it 
plcaKij ye, friends and neighbours, listen to 
wlmt J heard with mine own ears, and only 
wi»li I may be spared to see come true." 

(.^irioHiiy sparkled in all eyes, especially 
in the women's, and every other voice was 
IiuhIuuI as the host commenced his narra- 
tion. 

•* My young lord, do you remember your 
grand-uncle, njy dearly-loved Earl Thomas ?" 

'* Stin^ly," replied he ; " a venerable blind 
old nmn, who would bask in a sunny win- 
dow, in a long room of his pleasant castle 
at Oarriok-on-Suir, with his long white locks 
^*tmvuung around his face. Yes, and I also 
ivuuMubt^r how» as a little child, he would 
yjuso mo on his knoe to lumdle and play 
with u jowol lie ^dways wore about his neck 
--tho t^iHn^^ of the Garter, as he would 
tiHich mo to siu* : ho would so sit as Ions: as 
wy yo\iug fmu\Y indiuod. I loved the gal- 
Iwit oKl RvK with his stories of battle and 
uoWo \U\\l^ i *ad w^M do 1 Kjcollect him !'' 

\V^$J^ xw^i>t oiu ^'Kicht; I have s 
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you together thus, many a time. He 
lost his eyesight several years before his 
death, but yet maintained the state suit- 
able to his rank and house. The very 
last Christmas he ever kept, he bade all 
his kinsmen of near degree to the feast. 
I can still picture to myself the banquet 
set out in the stately old hall with its 
dark oak panels, and the noble company that 
graced it. There, among others, came your 
own father and grandsire, my good lord ; 
and whilst all sat around the tables, you, 
then a joyous child of some three years, ran 
about whipping your gigg (a top made from 
the tip of a cow's horn) behind the old Earl's 
chair of state. I stood at his back when, 
hearing the noise of your play, he asked 
who it was. I replied ' It is Jemmy Butler, 
of Ealcash, Sir Walter's grandchild.' Then 
my honoured Lord bade me bring you to 
him, and he, placing you between his knees, 
fetched a deep sigh, raised his sightless eyes 
to heaven, and said 'My family shall be 
much oppressed and brought very low, but 
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by this boy (stroking your head), it shall be 
restored again, and in his time be in greater 
splendour than ever it has been !' Upon 
which prophetical expression of the Earl's, 
his son-in-law, Viscount TuUeophelim, then 
but newly married to the Lady Elizabeth, 
his only child, and who looked to be the 
Earl's successor, being a very proud and 
conceited man, in great indignation put back 
his chair and flung from table, making much 
noise thereby. Again my master asked of 
me who made the noise. I answered ' It is 
my Lord Tulloch/ as we called him, * who in 
discontent has left the table upon the 
discourse your Lordship made of Jemmy 
Butler.' The Earl shook his head mourn- 
fully, sajdng, ' He is a flower that will soon 
fade ; and what I have said I am confident 
will prove true.' Now, we all saw that in 
a short space after my Lord of Tulloch died, 
even before Earl Thomas, leaving a childless 
widow, who was bestowed in marriage to a 
stranger by the late king, since which her 
own house has suffered terrible oppression. 
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So thai part of the Black Earl's prophecy is 
fulfilled already ; and to you, my dear young 
lord, we look for the rest, when the ap- 
pointed time comes. Heaven alone knows 
the day and hour !" 

Walsh ceased, and after a moment's pause, 
for the tale had impressed him, Lord Thurles 
said — 

*' I do remember somewhat of this in olden 
times ; but truly have as yet had so little of 
fortune's favours that indeed the old Earl's 
saying had nigh gone out of my head. Well, 
the sooner the better ; and, when my prospe- 
rity comes, may I keep the good friends that 
I have now, in my day of scarcity. But 
these maidens look disappointed at the ab- 
sence of all marvels in your discourse. Listen 
to me, pretty damsels, and hear about an- 
other ancestor of mine, whose powers I al- 
ways have envied. About three hundred 
years ago there was an Earl of Ormonde so 
skilled in gramarye that his fame as a necro- 
mancer was universal. Being one day in 
his castle of Kilkenny, pleasantly enough 
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engaged, for he was discoursing with a 
beautiftd lady, to whom he was about to be 
marriedy she reproached him with never 
having given her a proof of his art. * Never 
too late to obey a fair maiden/ said the Earl 
as he led her to the great gallery of the 
castle, placed her in a seat at the upper 
end. and in an instant stretched his hody 
to the &rther extremity of the gallery, 
which was said to be two hundred and forty 
feet long. Gentle dames, what think you 
of that ? But the lady who had evoked this 
maxvel, waa so terrified that she ran away 
as speedily as possible. Before her foot 
touched the third step in her descent, 
he was smiling at her side, her own true 
knight in his ordinary proportions !» 

" Good mercy preserve us !*' exclaimed 
dame Brown, aghast. *' Did she marry him 
after that ? Why, he might have frightened 
her out of her wits any day o' the week." 

Lord Thurles laughed at the firm belief 
evidently shown in his wizard ancestor, and 
said— 
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" I am ashamed to say I do not know ; 
the legend, as I have given it, is all I can tell ^ 
of, but if my fortunes are to become so bril- 
liant, I do not see in what I can improve 
yours, dear Walsh ; you are as comfortable 
as man can wish. Thomas, too, has secured 
good luck and a fair bride. So it must be 
you and I, Pierce, to link our fates together, 
to overcome the evil and seize the good that 
comes in our way. What say you ? Is it a 
bargain?" 

"I will follow your lordship's fortunes 
ever, with all my heart/' said Pierce, readily. 

** Come weal, come woe, two bear it better 
than one alone," rejoined Lord Thurles; 
" so, a health all round to our friendship ! 
From this very day we are to become sworn 
brothers in adventure." 

They kept their word. The two young, 
brave hearts suited each other ; and from that 
day a warm friendship sprang up between 
them, which ceased only with their lives. 



CHAPTER VEDL 

SoKS trmp had, dlsipsed :»iii% BarbazaiS estik- 
MmfiTTiimi: an Iii£i: imD£s house. i:7ibb had. oc* 
casonalb' been, to look adrer her. :miL SKti^ 
fied to find her qxzietdy inteiLt upon hs£r tiksk^ 
as last removed firom. bustle or noise :i5^ thoagii 
itill in her owu home, he coixiiented readily 
to her prolongiog her stay. Xajr ^ g^a- 
ooi3a was his mood that he owned to the 
Terr decided improvement in his ttwghter's 
Jooks^ and Hstened wrthoiit much, censure to 
her account of Mrsw Waldi's partr* 

Ihone Brown saw that something had put 
1>im in wonderfoIlT good hnmonr, and seised 
the opportnnrty to praise the Walsh's fa- 
mily for their discreet, qnietlj conducted 
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household, adding that they seemed anxious 
to show kindness to Barbara, who could only 
gain by their friendship. 

"Ay," said Gibb, " I have aye respeckit 
Master Walsh as an upright trader an' gude 
man. He canna endure the oppression o' 
yonder sinfu' man in power. I dinna forget 
he stood by me the blackest day o' my pil- 
grimage, when I was disgracefully handled 
in presence of my foe. What's come wi' 
yonder boy who cared not a bodle for a Buck- 
ingham's jeers? A jfine lad, and with sae 
muckle to hate him for, he is na grown into 
ane o' thae cringing, whining followers, wha 
cling to the country's curse. It wad please 
me to look on the laddie's face once again." 

Hereupon Barbara hastened to tell her 
father of Lord Thurles' presence at Mistress 
Walsh's ; nay more, that, on hearing her 
name, he had kindly asked for John Gibb as 
for an old friend. 

Pierce Walsh called just then with a mes- 
sage for Dame Brown, and Gibb desired to 
see him. After a long conversation and 
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many stories abont his experiences in the 
manners and religion of foreign lands, he so 
favourably impressed the old Puritan that 
he even went so far as to invite him to come 
and examine certain precious documents by 
the hand of John Knox, which were his 
pride and most esteemed possession. 

The secret cause of Master Gibb's amiabi- 
lity that day, was the receipt of a notice re- 
lating to a considerable bequest, left to him 
by an Edinburgh connection, and which, he 
was told, would duly be paid when the de- 
ceased cousin's aflfairs were wound up. 

The inmates of the bakery were left alone 
by him, save an occasional message to his 
sister regarding payment for Barbara's work ; 
but she stayed on, embroidering as usual, and 
gay enough to sing over the last yards of 
satin, and to take Lucy's advice about 
leaving off her caps, and dressing her hair 
with ribbons to grace her aunt's suppers; 
where of late. Pierce Walsh often made his 
appearance, and where he was ever a welcome 
guest. 
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He was a merry, good hearted fellow, fall 
of fun and frolic, rather too idle and fond of 
gay company; often scolded soundly by 
father and mother, but always gaining his 
point. For, being the youngest child, he 
was a trifle spoiled by both parents, who 
felt no little pride in his cleverness and 
good looks, although they called him a 
scapegrace. 

The young Yiscount Thurles, at the time 
of which we now speak, led a very idle life 
in London : his grandfather had gone to 
Ireland and left him alone, hoping that he 
might by some fortunate chance become a 
welcome guest at Court, possibly there to 
find an occasion of retrieving his fortunes. 
Unfortunately the Duke of Buckinsfham was 
still all powerful, and as the old wrongs 
received by his family, rankled in the young 
man's heart against the favourite, he cared 
little to approach him. 

Another cause also kept him away from 
Whitehall; for the constant succession of 
pageants and gaieties encouraged by both 
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king and qneen required more abnndaiit 
supplies to procure the needful variety of 
dress and equipage than our hero possessed. 
Accordingly, save an occasional appearance 
at Court, where Charles received him with 
cold civility, and Buckingham with a covert 
sneer at his costume, he had little to occupy 
him, but resorted to all the theatres, being 
passionately fond of the dramatic art. 

He was also a frequent attendant on all 
fencing-bouts and bowling-alleys ; but when 
all this was done would often return to his 
solitary lodging, and think mournfully of 
his lonely condition. Pierce's company was 
a perfect godsend ; and he introduced him to 
many places into which the proud youth 
would never have gone alone. Many a 
scrape did they get into, and out of, and 
many a lecture did old Walsh read to Lord 
Thurles on the duties of his high station 
and the pursuits most suitable to him. For 
all that he was ever made welcome at Walsh's 
hospitable house ; and Mistress Brown had 
become quite as much interested in the 
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handsome polished Viscount as in his harum- 
scarum companion, and was delighted at being 
honoured by an occasional visit from him. 

Pierce had taken the greatest fancy to the 
comfortable old Scotchwoman, partly from 
the profound attention that she bestowed on 
his marvellous tales of travel, in which it 
was his delight to make the good woman 
believe the most wonderful stories ever in- 
vented for a hoax ; and partly because, when 
his father admonished him. Mistress Brown 
had ever an excuse ready, or, failing that, 
would interpose her plump self between 
them, declaring that her boy Pierce should 
be safe with so very substantial a shield. 

So it came to pass that he came and went 
at his will to the Brown's dwelling, and by 
degrees Barbara Gibb ceased to look fright- 
ened if he came into the work-room ; nay ! 
she would even take Lucy's part against 
him if he teased her. And one day he dis- 
covered that she knew a little French, 
picked up from her Huguenot instructress, 
so that he used to talk and insist upon her 
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answering him in the same language so 
merrily, that she b^an to look on his visits 
as the pleasantest episodes of her life. 

What Pierce for long did not discover, 
was the wondrons beauty of her voice. 
Barbara was nearly self-taught, and her songs 
were but a few ballads remembered from 
childhood, or some of the grand old hymns 
which her father's sect loved still ; but her 
voice was so rich and touching in quality, 
that her hearers were in general moved 
almost to tears, although even Lucy at first 
could seldom persuade her to sing, so shy 
and frightened was she. 

The life at first so new and strange to her 
presented a marked contrast to the austere 
silence of her father's house, and yet she 
flourished and improved, much as a plant 
would, if suddenly transplanted from a dark 
nook to where it could enjoy light, air, and 
sunshine. 

"Has my boy Pierce been here to-day?" 
inquired Mistress Walsh one morning, that 
she had penetrated to the lower regions 
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where the excellent cookies and cakes were 
&bricated. 

" We have not seen him these two days/' 
said Dame Brown, wiping a floury hand to 
meet the visitor. "Is aught amiss with 
him ? — I trust not/* 

" As to that," answered his mother, " he 
is a wild fellow, I fear, and gives us wakeftil 
nights. His father and I sat talking over 
his ways tiU all the bells round had chimed 
midnight, for he is almost and ever out, 
spending more money than he should, going 
to play-houses, and supping with all sorts of 
folk afterwards. Then, forsooth ! my young 
master is for aye asking me for ruffles, gay 
ribands, and Good knows what. I fear he 
is after little good,** said she, shaking her 
head doubtftdly. 

" I warrant ye, he lords it with the best, 
the bonnie lad," put in Mistress Brown, 
roUing out her cakes vigorously. " Young 
folks aye have a fling some day or other, 
and I wager my silk gown to a cotton 
apron he is no worse than his neighbours — a 

VOL. I. K 



130 THE PROPHECY. 

sancy varlet! he has sndi a coaxing way 
with him 1 Why ! you cannot in reason 
expect both sons to be as steady as Tom is — 
he is a wpnder." 

" That is jnst it/' said Mistress Walsh, 
quickly ; " Tom was a bit tricky too, until 
he fell in love with Lotte, and Mynhe^ her 
father made him serve like another Jacob to 
win her. He is steady enough now, and 
we sometimes think Pierce would be also, 
if he, too, settled down. Love is a good 
master, and maybe the boy would take his 
teaching in better part than he does ours 
at home." 

" Dear, dear ! to find a sweetheart for such 
a rattlepate as Pierce will be no easy matter ; 
I mean, one he will really care for,*' ex- 
claimed Dame Brown. "Of course, there 
are a dozen girls that he fancies, on and 
off. I'm sure the tales he tells us, over 
the fire, of the grace he gets from Alder- 
man Wright's Patty, Dame Smith's Anne 
besides a score of others, makes me and 
Solomon laugh till we weep again at the 
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jokes he tries on them, the rogue! But, 
woe's me ! to find a true love is a very dif- 
ferent matter." 

" That is just what brings me hither/* 
said the visitor, mysteriously. " What if 
she is found already ?'' 

" My stars ! What next !" exclaimed 
Dame Brown, hurrying away from her 
kneading-board, and glancing round the 
room to see that no chance listener lurked 
near. 

"Why," continued Mistress Walsh, with 
a slightly patronizing air, " good neighbour, 
prithee understand this to be a matter se- 
cretly started between you and me. If I 
tell you, like a wise woman, keep a quiet 
tongue in your head ; but there is one girl 
that Pierce speaks very difierently of from 
Patty or Anne, — ^he calls her a little angel 
of meekness. 'Twas but a day since, he said 
he'd rather take her opinion than that of any 
woman he knew. Besides, he always seeks 
to pleasure her, so that, although he might 
have looked higher (no oflfence, good gossip), 
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still, if by-and-by Barbara and he do make a 
match, neither Master Walsh nor I will 
gainsay it. To be sure, her lameness is a 
pity." 

During this ^gracious and totally unex- 
pected declaration on the part of Pierce's 
mother, Mistress Brown stood positively 
struck dumb with astonishment; but as 
the power of speech returned, her words 
rushed out in an amazing flow. 

" Barbara ! little Barbara ! Gracious, 
you are joking ! Why, she has not a word 
to fling at a sparrow ; and knows no more 
of London than a chick in its eggshell. Im- 
possible! she's a mere baby in all things. 
Hoot, woman ! ye should not be making an 
April fool o' me in winter-time. Though, 
for the matter o' family, the Gibbs may hold 
up their heads with the Walshes any day, I 
can tell ye ; there's my great aimt's second 
cousin was laird of Bawbee Brae, and my 
cousins, Andrew and Melchisedeck, married 
into the houses o' Haggisland and Cuddie ; 
not forgetting that we're kin to Auchter 
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Struachie and Ballachmore. But, oh! the 
day !" she went on, abandoning the genea- 
logical vindication of her pedigree, *' to think 
of my brother John ! an' he thought Barbara 
was courting ! He but lets her bide here, 
because he thinks she's like a bairn kept up 
the stair. Eh, Mistress ! I do not see my 
way at all, at all." 

The other replied : — " Master Gribb has 
ever been friendly to us, as you know; 
besides, we are quiet churchgoing folk, 
able to give his daughter a good home ; so 
it may be agreeable 'to him to settle her. 
A girl married is always a trouble off one's 
hands; though when I parted with my 
Margaret, the house seemed a doleftd abode 
until I got used to it. But I do not 
think Barbara is of much consequence at 
home/' 

" For the matter of that, John is wild to 
be off, ranting among those vinegar-tongued 
Puritans he has ta en up with. Their words 
are aye so sour, they set their own teeth on 
edge; and they look terribly like folk who 
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have pains about them, and dare not cry out. 
John has aye treated his lass as if she were 
a poor feckless thing: no but what he is 
fond of her too; yet it is a fierce fond- 
ness, without any tenderness. If he knew 
she was well-cared for he'd have no miss of 
her; but, neighbour, she is so young, and 
Pierce too. Deed ! I'm frightened to think 
about the matter." 

" Oh, yes," said Mistress Walsh ; " young 
they doubtless are. We thought if Pierce 
and Barbara were betrothed, she could stay 
here or at home a year or two, till the lad 
has really taken to business. Meantime, I 
will take care she has plenty of embroidery 
to do. I have a notable plan for that which 
ought to get her well known. When the 
time comes, doubtless Master Gibb wiU help 
towards the setting up house, and we'll do 
our part in the plenishing too. I do not 
think matters have gone far enough yet to 
say a word. We must let the young folks 
see each other as often as maybe, and then 
perhaps she wiU not be so frightened of 



\ 
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Pierce. He says she sometimes is just like a 
mouse that hides in a hole at the least 
noise." 

" She's a g6od girl," said the aunt, " and 
I am not surprised if she is timid ; he's the 
first young man ever said a civil word to 
her. She'll take it easier by-and-by, I'll 
warrant ye." 

Now the prudent Mistress Walsh had 
carefully omitted the fact in her conversa- 
tion, which she had by no means left out in 
her calculations, namely, that Barbara was 
the only child of a reputed miser, who was 
known to have amassed considerable pro- 
perty, though he chose to live very meanly . 
Therefore the young girl would probably 
be no bad match in point of fortune ; and 
Pierce's usual praises of Barbara had sug- 
gested the matrimonial scheme under dis- 
cussion. 

Long did the two dames talk over the 
plans, forgetful of unbaked cakes and wait- 
ing customers ; nor did they part till they 
had agreed to broach the subject quietly to 
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John Gibb at the first favourable opportu- 
nity. Mistress Walsh threw out a sugges- 
tion, that she would get the bakery recom- 
mended to the Duchess of Buckingham, 
whose waiting- woman was known to her, and 
left Dame Brown in a state of the greatest 
excitement. 

The idea of a future union between these 
young folks gained ground in the minds of 
both Master Walsh and his wife ; they 
talked of and discussed it in nightly con- 
clave. Pierce often happened to speak of 
Barbara, for whom he had a great friend- 
ship ; and his parents hailed each word in 
her praise. 

Mistress Brown only found a solace for 
her promised silence in so many knowing 
looks and ejaculations, that Solomon, the 
household, and finally the unsuspecting 
Barbara herself marvelled what ailed her. 
She sometimes amazed the girl by inuendoes 
which were to her incomprehensible ; and 
seeing her looks of surprise, would pat her 
cheeks saying — 




THE PROPHECY. 137 

** Bide a wee, and then yell see, 
Bonnie lassie, what's to be ;' 

the secret trembling on her tongue all the 
time. 




CHAPTER IX. 

One evening Master Pierce returned home 
early, and found his mother spinning by 
firelight in the parlour alone, dehghted, as 
usual, to attend to all his requests, and listen 
to his communications. These were brief 
accounts of plays seen, and gay company 
frequented, but particularly of a tavern 
lately set up near the Strand, where, accord- 
ing to him, none were to be met but merry 
companions, and choice wits who vied with 
each other in gay discourse, songs, and 
entertainment of all sorts. " Mother mine," 
continued her hopefiil son, " though I did 
lose my last carolus at their newest game, 
it was more than a man's head could stand. 
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to play his cards with due attention when 
such marvellous sweet music was going for- 
ward in the company. I never heard aught 
to liken it unto. The musician is a follower 
of the noble Buckingham, who, whatever 
his faults may be, keeps up a right princely 
house. This gentleman is a Frenchman, 
whose musical skill is much delighted in by 
his Grace, a joyous, free-hearted fellow as 
e'er I saw. He called for a guitar, and sang 
us such a roundelay as I ne'er dreamt of 
hearing. We asked for another, and he 
pledged a toast to the health of his Duke 
and aU light hearts, singing afterwards more 
sweetly than before. Ay ! and not sparing 
the good Burgundy, either, all round the 
circle." 

" Ah ! Pierce," said his mother, shaking 
her head gravely, " what would your father 
say ? Playing and rioting are not suitable 
employment for an honest trader's lad ; and 
you know how wrathful he would be if he 
knew how you have passed the afternoon." 

" But he won't know, mother dear," said 
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Pierce, coaxingly, and leaning his head on her 
shoulder. " I will not play again ; and you 
cannot blame me for dearly loving sweet 
music. Say you will not tell this once, and I 
will give you a message I took for you this 
very day. Strange to say, I remember it still." 

" Tou are a sad boy, and *tis high time 
you mend your ways ; but let me hear what 
the message is, and who it relates to," said 
the dame, patting his black curly head. 

" To-day," he began, " my Lord and I were 
idling among the boats on Westminster 
strand, when I bethought me of Master 
Gibb, and we both determined to find the 
old owl in his nest. So, after no small 
trouble, picking our way through more un- 
sweetly streets than I care to remember, we 
did at last get to the old bam. What is 
more, we made our way in. Such a hole as 
it is ! The ancient Gibb had a lamp lit, for 
all it was but early afternoon ; and there he 
sat with two other owls, if possible leaner 
and worse favoured than himself. They 
addressed us in such queer phrase, and with 
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such upturned eyes, that we fain would have 
laughed at their contortions of visage. But 
Master Gibb took us up the stair to Bar- 
bara's room, to show us John Kjiox*s writ- 
ing; so we left our two other worthies 
below.' 

" What said the good man to your visit ?" 
inquired Mistress Walsh, anxiously. 

"Oh, he quoted texts, and welcomed us 
to the tent of the righteous, asking us ques- 
tions, and specially rejoicing over my Lord 
Thurles* answers. He was very kind to me, 
too, calling me a gracious youth, unto whom 
his spirit yearned ; nor were you forgotten 
as a virtuous housewife whose ways are 
upright. But I am sure the message wiU 
not please you : he says little Barbara must 
soon go back to him. I vow the sight of 
that dismal house and strange old man gave 
me a heavy heart, to think of the poor 
maiden's lot. Can we not keep her, mother, 
if her aunt cannot do so? She is such a 
gentle, timid creature; a kind word seems 
more precious to her than a rare jewel to 
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another girl. I really think her father is 
turned in the head, he speaks so strangely ; 
and I feel certain she is not happy when at 
home." 

Mistress Walsh's flax twirled cheerily 
though her nimble fingers a minute or two 
ere she answered. 

" No doubt, my son, Barbara has a dreary 
home, and is just the sort of creature that 
pines and dwines for lack of a little kind- 
ness. Sometimes I blame myself for having 
wrought on her aunt to induce her to em- 
broider my silks for me. Poor thing! I 
should not wonder if she fretted herself into a 
downright illness when she is shut up again 
with old Master Gibb. But we are not 
kin, and I see little chance of anything like 
to keep her. I doubt not her quick hand 
has nearly flowered the last piece of satin 
she had, so that she will go back to West- 
minster. She'll miss us all, Pierce, and you 
have been her best friend among us ; and I 
daresay she wiU grieve most for you," con- 
tinued the dame, spinning very fast. 
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Pierce was silent,^ for he knew that he 
should miss the young face that always 
greeted him with a smile of welcome ; and 
when he thought of the gloomy, dilapidated 
house, and strange old father she must return 
to, he fetched a deep sigh, saying, almost 
without knowing it, *' Poor little Barbara ! 
would that I could help thee !" 

His mother laid down her distaff, and plac- 
ing her hand on the young man's shoulder, she 
said, ** Beshrew me, lad, but I believe in thy 
inmost heart thou art fond of the maid ; other- 
wise, why dost thou sigh o' that fashion ? 
I am sure there's no need qf wasting breath 
that way, if thou dost not think her halting 
gait signifies, no more do I, and so well- 
favoured a fellow as thyself needs not to be 
so dolorous." Pierce looked bewildered, and 
she went on : " Why, son, we have all seen 
that you like talking and attending to 
Barbara, and any one can see with half an 
eye that she likes thee. So, an thou'rt so 
sorry for her departure, in the name of all 
that's lucky, why don't you speak out ? No 
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fear but old Gibb will be ready enough to 
betroth his daughter to the son of Walsh 
and Co. ; and I'm sure Mistress Brown and 
I can keep her well employed at her em- 
broidery a year or two till you settle down, 
with a share in the business, like Thomas 
and Lotte." 

The scheme was told now, and Mistress 
Walsh waited for the result of her speech 
with no small impatience. 

Its first eflfect was to start Pierce off in a 
hearty fit of laughter, which only increased 
at sight of his mother's serious face. When 
he could speak, he said, *' I am laughing at 
my own fancy, dear mother. Oh me! I 
was thinking of myself in a demure suit of 
brown complete, like Thomas, on a high 
stool, at the books, and Barbara in a coif and 
pinners, as sedate as Lotte ! or else walking 
side by side to church with my dame's hood 
and clogs in my hand. Oh, it wiU be the 
death of me!" and Pierce's laughter was 
louder than ever, tUl the tears ran down his 
cheeks. " I have always liked her," he said 
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at last, ^' as a fair, quiet girl, who thinks my 
travels, and all I tell her, vastly wonderftil, 
and who is very different from all the other 
chits I see about London. But for marry- 
ing, mother dear, my neck is not fitted for 
that noose, thank ye. 'Tis an honour I 
never dreamt of, as they say in the play." 

Mistress Walsh said no more, but the 
notion which had been put into his head 
mightily amused Pierce, and he went on 
thinking about it, and laughing to himself 
all the evening. For several days he never 
went near Mistress Brown's, but happening 
to pass by her door one advening, he thought 
it would be but good-natured to call in and 
see them. Neither dame nor master were 
below ; so, as he had often done before, he 
ran up stairs, and tapped lightly at the door 
above. 

There was no answer, but, on listening, 
he heard the sound of violent sobs, so he 
hesitated no longer, and entered the room. 

Barbara sat by the table, her face hidden 
by her hands, evidently crying as if her heart 
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woTild break. To take her hand, sit by her 
side, seek to learn the cause of her grief, and 
attempt to comfort her, was the work of an 
instant, with the kind-hearted young fellow. 
He forgot all his mother's words, and began, 
soothingly : ^' What ails thee, dear Barbara ? 
What has displeased thee ? Tell thy friend 
Pierce. Come, dear little maiden, cease 
sobbing, and let him hear all about it." 

Barbara looked up with swollen eyes, and 
a sad countenance, but he spoke to her as to 
a pet child, and soon she answered, " Thank 
you, Pierce ; I am ashamed of my own weak- 
ness, for indeed there is nothing wrong or 
grievous, but my own stubborn heart. I am 
only weeping because my father has been 
here, bidding me to go back. Poor father I 
that his ungrateful child should weep at 
the news. Alas ! I have been too happy ; 
and now, when, for the first time, I see joy 
and gladness have their appointed place in 
the world, and that it is not part of one's 
belief to be aye unhappy or gloomy, I can- 
not refrain from weeping at the thoughts of 
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the long lonesome days in my sad chamber 
with my father, and those wild men saying 
such fearftd things, that I am fain to creep 
away to the fiirthest comer, and stop my 
ears, they frighten me so." The girl went on, 
shuddering at her reminiscences : " To listen 
as I do for the Abbey bell, quarter after 
quarter, chime after chime, in solitude ; oh ! 
you don't know the awful thoughts I have ! 
If my father would let me be ^ companion to 
him, I believe it would be different. He aye 
says I am a weak, foolish woman, unfit to 
share in the great work which he is bound 
to forward. In truth, my heart aches !" said 
she, with a bitter flood of tears. 

Pierce knew well, from previous conversa- 
tions, that she had borne long and patiently 
with her father's harshness, and the dreary 
picture she drew of her home made him feel 
deeply for her. For he valued his own 
kind friends, cheerful family circle, and 
merry companions too well, not to pity this 
young girl, whose warm feelings had to 
remain congealed as with perpetual ice. 
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He was quite aware that nature had not 
suited Barbara to her position as Gibb's 
daughter, and it was with sincere compassion 
he began : 

" Could not your aunt find means to keep 
you ; or my mother ? Surely you would come 
to her?" 

She shook her head. "Nay, my father 
says I must follow him, and that along a 
stony troublous path far from pleasant 
places. I must learn the creed of his people, 
and be ready. You see I have no choice. 
Master Pierce; I must submit, and pray 
for strength to bear my burthen." 

Always the creature of impulse, Pierce's 
mind was made up, before she ceased : to save 
this young creature from sorrow, should be 
his care ; and he sat down on a low stool at 
her feet, taking her hand, and speaking 
quickly : 

*' Dear Barbara, there is but one way, if 
you wiU take it, to turn aU this grief to joy, 
— at least such is my hope. Do you think 
youcan ever like me well enough to be my 
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wife ? I am sure I should love you dearly, 
and my mother would be yours too. I know 
we are very young ; but I am past eighteen, 
and you are seventeen. We shall be certain 
to grow older ; if you will only give me your 
troth now — " 

Barbara's colour rose; she started with 
surprise, but answered, '^ Ah, Pierce, you are 
kind and generous to think of me ! yet my 
father claims my duty ; and, .besides," added 
she, glancing at her foot, " my lameness is a 
hindrance to my activity ; I am a silly girl ; 
and besides — ^besides — oh dear me ! I never 
thought of being asked such a thing, Master 
Pierce!" and Barbara looked, as she felt, 
utterly dismayed. 

^' Tou will think of it now, dear maiden," 
said Pierce. '* We have aye been happy to- 
gether, and I am sure your gentle wisdom 
will keep my wild ways in check. Besides, 
only think ! you shall see London and all 
the sights we have so often talked of. I be* 
lieve you will only be a hindrance to your 
father just now, when he is going away to 
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Scotland. And above all, Barbara, won't you 
^J you have at least no dislike to me, if you 
won't say anything more kind ?" 

Barbara was becoming more and more 
fluttered; she did like Pierce exceedingly; 
but his was by no means the character she 
had always pictured to herself as one she 
could love. Weak by nature, and timid as 
she was, she required a firmer support 
whereon to repose her trust and all her cares, 
instead of an amiable, goodnatured young man 
like Pierce, who was more fitted to follow than 
sure to lead wisely. However, she thought 
herself ungrateful, when she remembered nu- 
merous instances of his good heart, and how 
much she had delighted in his company. 
He became eloquent as she hesitated. Bar- 
bara looked wondrous pretty with that bril- 
liant colour on her cheeks ; and he found so 
many persuasive arguments to urge in fitvour 
of his proposal, that she half-promised to 
consent, and hastened away to her aunt's 
protection, telling her that Pierce awaited 
her in the parlour. 
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Dame Bro¥ni was in extasies ; she congra- 
tulated her niece warndy on her good for- 
tune, showering down encomiums on Pierce. 
She was, therefore, thunderstruck at Bar- 
bara's doubtful mood, and overruled every 
scruple she made with an indignant, *' The 
like of that nonsense I never heard ! Why, 
girl, art thou crazy? 'Not sure if you 
should say, yes !' Good lack ! what next ? 
' Afraid you do not really love him !' Why, 
what modest maiden loves a young man till 
he asks her ? Oh, Barbara, thou art a silly 
child I * Not wise or old enough to obey and 
look up to !' That beats all I When you 
get the chance of a bridegroom who begins 
by saying he wishes you to guide him, that 
is the saving of a deal of trouble. Do you 
suppose Master Brown started o' that style ? 
Oh, lass ! it cost me many a weary year to 
teach him, that though the clergy tell us the 
husband is the head of the wife, as it is 
written in the Scriptures, there's nothing to 
gainsay a good wife's being the cap that goes 
over that same head. Oh, girl ! Solomon was 
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slow in understanding his duty to me ; 
though to see him now, honest man ! you'd 
^ot be guessing it : for he has no will but 
mine. Barbara Gibb, if ye cast away this 
chance your lucky stars have given, I will 
not open my doors to you. Westminster 
may keep you all the days of your life, for 
me ! But I'm sure you are joking ; so let 
me greet my bonnie Pierce, and tell him 
you are a happy maid that he loves you — 
come !'^ 

Barbara could not keep pace with her 
aunt's vivacious flow of words, and scarcely 
knew how they got into the parlour, or why 
they went, till she saw her companion hug- 
ging Pierce joyfully ; and presently, when 
her rapturous greeting was over, the jolly 
dame looked from one to the other, as they 
stood face to face, Barbara looking at the 
floor, and Pierce erect and silent. 

"Well!" exclaimed she, "if this is the 
bve-making of these times, thank my stars 
I was bom fifty years earlier I Heart aUve ! 
ye look liker to cry for grief than to smile 
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for joy ! I verily believe the lad has not 
given her a single kiss of betrothal over the 
matter. Bairns, bairns ! as we used to say 
in Scotland, kiss and be friends thegither, 
and let us send for Master and Mistress 
Walsh to sup with us !" 

So saying, she joined their hands, and 
gave Barbara a push, while Pierce gave the 
kiss according to order, and the girl looked 
more astonished than ever. 

Having, as she thought, judiciously broken 
the ice, she left the pair to themselves, when 
Barbara, raising her brown eyes to his face 
spoke quietly, saying, " I do not know if I 
should trust my own decision. Pierce. You 
are as a dear brother to me, and I am very 
happy when with you. But my father has 
no child save myself ; and I should think of 
him first, even though my home be none of 
the brightest." 

" Dearest Barbara, if he is willing, you do 
mean to say you will, by-and-by, be my 
own dear wife? — for I love you — ^yes, I do, 
truly and sincerely/' 
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Barbara answered, " If you think we can 
be happy, and you do not disdain a simple 
maiden whose only skiU is in her embroidery, 
I will do whatever is agreeable to you, and, 
please Heaven, will learn to be a good wife 
to you at a future day," she concluded, pla- 
cidly giving him her hand. '* Dear Pierce, 
you are very kind to me." 

He answered by many protestations of 
aflfection, and Barbara listened with pleasure 
to the pictures of their life together, which 
he drew in the bright colours of a vivid 
fancy. 

By the time Dame Brown returned, the 
young couple were sitting over the fire in a 
less formal maimer than that in which the 
interview had begun ; and although Barbara 
was far quieter than her aunt could com- 
prehend under such exciting circumstances, 
yet she showed a blushing, happy face. As 
to Pierce, his spirits were at the highest 
pitch, and the dame could find no fault with 
his bright and joyful demeanour. 

It would be tedious to describe the supper 
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or the interview between Walsh and Gibb : 
suffice it therefore to say, that he consented 
to the betrothal, after some argument, 
although he considered the bare notion 
ridiculous ; for to hun his' daughter seemed 
a mere child : however, he agreed that she 
should remain for the present with her aunt, 
until his return from Scotland would again 
summon her home. He intended to start 
very soon for Edinburgh, where his late 
legacy obliged him to pass some weeks at 
least; as the deceased had not left his 
afl^s in good order, and Master Gibb 
imagined that his presence was necessary 
to insure his rights being respected. 

The young pair were formally betrothed ; 
Pierce gave Bai-bara a ring, and placed it 
on her finger in presence of the whole 
family assembled. Her father gave her 
his blessing, and treated the company to a 
lecture on the duties of married folk ; after 
which, everything settled down quietly, and 
the young girl recommenced her embroidery, 
whilst Pierce was fain to assist his father, 
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during, at least a part of every day, in the 
warehouse, which consequence of his be- 
trothal gave him considerable dissatisfac- 
tion. 



CHAPTEE X. 

Barbara, quietly seated over her em- 
broidery, could hardly realize the truth of 
her position. Was she indeed pledged to 
Pierce ; in all probability to be called on, ere 
many months fled, to look after a household 
of her own? She wondered secreijjy that 
she felt so calm and unmoved. Pierce was 
kindness itself, and her gratitude for all his 
solicitude showed itself in the care she took 
to remember his every wish. Pierce paid 
daily visits to his love ; and if he played the 
truant from business, his parents lectured 
him on his new responsibiUties, enjoining 
greater industry and steadiness as their re- 
compense for all they had promised. 

Gibb, having locked up his house and dis- 
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missed his old servant, left his child to the 
care of her friends. She eagerly took every 
opportunity of learning such domestic arts 
as her aunt could impart. Mistress Walsh 
also spared no pains in fitting her to manage 
a house thriftily. Possets, herb decoctions, 
conserves, syrups — all were gone through in 
turn, and books, hitherto rare companions, 
came from Pierce frequently. The two 
dames found fault with him for putting tales 
and play-acting into the girl's head ; but he 
declared Barbara should have her share of 
amusement as well as her neighbours, and 
she was only too easily entranced by these, 
to her nitherto unknown delights. 

Her gentle firmness influenced her be- 
trothed ; she was fond of him, and appre- 
ciated his cheerful temper and ready wit, 
but often thought him too wild and unset- 
tled, especially looking grave when he began, 
in no measured terms, to express his aver- 
sion to his father's lucrative business. 

" To be hours and hours in yonder dark 
fusty warehouse, smelling of all the vilest 
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compounds you could name, or to sit jotting 
down figure after figure till the pages swim 
before my poor eyes ; why, Barbara, it is all 
I can do not to bolt away, and leave spices, 
cordials, and the rest, to take care of them- 
selves. I only get out in the afternoon, be- 
cause I tell my father I must show you a 
little of London. ^* I did not in my 
mind's eye see your dear little grave face 
rise up over the ledgers, I should have no 
heart for my work." 

" Do you know, I, too, think often, how 
much pleasanter it would be on the bright 
river, seeing the gay folks, or in the shady 
mall, than stitching away at silken flowers 
for people I never saw," said Barb&xa. " Still, 
let us work now ; by-and-by we shall have 
more time to ourselves. I have been used 
to sitting quiet, so that it comes natural to 
me ; but you. Pierce, shall not pass your time 
indoors. Go, walk, abroad whilst I finish 
this rose, and when you return to me, you 
shall hear how bravely T can sing the last 
madrigal you brought me." 
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And Pierce often took advantage of her 
orders, going off to amuse himself with his 
gay friends. He frequented them, indeed, 
more than his parents at all liked ; but when 
they blamed him, Barbara came to the rescue, 
pleading for him in so winning a manner 
that forgiveness was speedily granted. 

Thus it came to pass, that Pierce again 
met with the Duke of Buckingham's French 
retainer ; and one gala day, standing side by 
side, to watch a boat-race on the river, from 
a high stage erected for a better view of the 
contest, a sudden movement in the crowd 
precipitated the Frenchman into the water. 
The current ran strong towards a bridge, 
and the river was deep at the spot, bat 
Pierce sprang after his friend immediately, 
amongst the plaudits of the men, and screams 
of the women. Perfectly fearless, and ex- 
pert swimmer though he was, it required 
great exertion on the young man's part to 
seize his sinking companion, and to keep 
his head above water tUl help was given, and 
both were drawn ashore. 
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As soon as he was sufficiently recovered to 
speak, Louis Dubois (for that was his name) 
embraced the dripping Pierce warmly, call- 
ing him " His deliverer and preserver," and 
vowing eternal gratitude to him. Naturally 
enough, this brought them into more familiax 
acquaintance, and Dubois, a slirewd, amusing 
fellow, became Pierce's standard of perfec- 
tion. 

He was a handsome foreign-looking man, 
of about forty years old, had seen a vast 
deal of life, and been concerned in affairs of 
every sort and kind, some of which were not 
very creditable. His talent for music and 
quick imagination made him doubly valua- 
ble to the Duke for arranging, as well as 
performing in, the masques for which York 
House was so justly celebrated. He was 
fond of good living and high play, and it 
had cost his master more than one round 
sum to pay off his debts ; but still he was of 
too much use to be spared, so that he went 
on recklessly amusing himself, and pretty 
certain to get all he desired from his patron 
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rather than that the latter should lose his 
services. 

After presenting him to the a^embled 
company, at a iVench tavern he frequented, 
in the most exaggerated terms, as his bene^- 
factor! his courageous lion! his glorious 
friend ! he asked Pierce what he would do to 
prove his gratitude, for he would not affront 
that noble heart by offering him a gift. 

Fierce bade him say no more about it, and 
sought to escape the attentions showered 
upon him ; but after a while, as Dubois in- 
sisted, he said laughingly, " Good master, I 
would esteem it a favour you. said no more 
about it ; but since you will have it I was of 
service to you, the only return I ask is, that 
you will sup with some good friends of mine, 
and let them hear one of your marvellous 
sweet songs." 

" And that will I, with all my heart and 
aU my appetite too. Oh, thou most charming 
youth ! I see it is destiny has brought U3 
together ; I shall sing to you all the songs 
preferred by the great Duke my master. 
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Moreover, this day is mine own, for York 
House is at Whitehall. AUons, mon ami ! 
Let us make ready for the souper of your 
good friends.^' 

Pierce thought but of the treat it would 
be to Barbara ; and appointed the French- 
man to meet him at Dame Brown's later in 
the day. 

Mistress Brown was considerably fluttered 
at the thonghta of en«.^ one accu. 
tomed to aJl the splendours of Buckingham's 
establishment, and prepared her most sa- 
voury dishes to tempt him. Barbara assisted 
in these hospitable, cares ; and though Pierce 
made light of the, morning's adventure, she 
dwelt with admiration on his conduct in 
risking his life so bravely, secretly thinking 
that she had never liked him so well before. 
To please him, she promised no trouble 
should be wanting on her part to amuse his 
friend, though to her the prospect of his 
visit seemed very awful, and she would 
infinitely have preferred listening unseen to 
the music. 
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Punctual to the hour, both guests arrived, 
Dubois gaily attired ia the height of fashion, 
perfumed, curled, and with a sword at his 
side. Fierce left him to make acquaintance 
with the dame and his husband, while he 
sought Barbara, who was intrusted with the 
responsible duty of dishing up supper, and 

co,id not as yet join the pa4. He found 
the trio ex cluent friends on his return. 

Dubois had quite tact enougli readily to fall 

into the ways of his hostess ; and a« he spoke 

English fluently, even Solomon could take 

his share in the conversation. 

When supper was served, and the two 
young folks had taken their places, the little 
party became very merry. True to his 
nation, Dubois devoted himself to the 
women ; but as the dame received the prin- 
cipal part of his homage, little shy Barbara 
had time to recover from her alarm at the 
idea of the grand stranger, and she listened 
eagerly to his conversation, for never before 
had she heard any one talk so asreeably* 

Doboi. was boL livdv ..a :SoLed. 
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and entertained his auditors mightily; he 
related the river scene in glowing terms of 
praise due to Pierce for his prompt assist- 
ance in time of danger, and then passed on 
to scenes in which the young man had like- 
wise shared. Sometimes a good-humoured 
jest turned the laugh against him; but 
Pierce was well able to defend himself and 
return the compliment, so that supper pro- 
ceeded joyously. 

Now it happened that Monsieur Louis 
Dubois was much impressed by the comfort 
of Dame Brown's parlour ; and the merits of 
her savoury cooking were not passed over. 
Plenty to eat and drink, of the best descrip- 
tion, a jolly, laughter-loving hostess, and 
easy-tempered host, all combined to decide 
the Frenchman in the idea that this would 
be a marvellously convenient household 
wherein to appear if his funds did not per- 
mit of his j oining the reveUers at the French 
tavern. No doubt at York House every- 
thing was princely, but there he was only a 
dependant, whilst here he found himself 
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treated as a superior ; and, consequently, he 
went on doing his best to enchant his enter- 
tainers — in which he thoroughly succeeded, 

Solomon listened open-mouthed to his 
account of the Duke*s bakery; the dame 
.miled btodly over the pJTs Ia™h«l on 
her good dishes; Barbara thanked him 
secretly for leaving her quite unnoticed; 
and, finally, Pierce felt quite delighted at 
the successful debut of his guest. 

After the table was cleared, Dubois took 
his guitar and commenced singing. Nothing 
could possibly exceed the beauty of his 
voice, or the extreme skill displayed in its 
management. Sometimes he threw such 
pathos into his songs they nearly drew tears 
from the listeners, and at others he gave such 
spirited airs, some martial, others humorous, 
but all equally so well sung, that his little 
audience were perfectly entranced. 

Barbara, whose love for music amounted 
almost to a passion, sat in the background : 
from the first note to the last chord her 
whole soul was given to the sweet sounds, 
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and her eyes were riveted on the singer. 
For the first time, she heard music such as 
she had vainly dreamed of, and she drank in 
every^tune as though she feared to lose one 
whisper. 

Dubois remarked her wrapt attention and 
glistening eyes ; and hearing the others aU 
talking loudly in praise of his singing, he 
came towards her smiling, and said, " Young 
maid, I perceive by your countenance that 
. like myself you love music ; you seem to me 
worthy of hearing the best ; your face tells 
it. 

She started, for in fancy she was stiU fol- 
lowing the air of his last song, but replied, 
almost without knowing she spoke : 

^*Love music! Ay, that do I; and to 
sing like you I would give years of my life. 
Ah ! to have such power over men's feelings, 
and to charm away each evil thought by 
sweet strains, must indeed be a glorious gift 
to possess." 

Barbara's colour rushed to her cheeks, 
and she stopped suddenly, feeling dreadfolly 
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ashamed of lierself for having allowed her 
enthusiiksm to carry her so far. 

But I>uk>is only felt flattered at her 
evident appreciation of his talent, and hke- 
wise Oi>uhl not help noticing her expressive 
feKV, with it-s large, soft eyes ; he could not 
have deiMiied it possible that such a quiet, 
meok-KH>king little damsel possessed such 
kindrcii lastcs to his own, and resolved to 
$iY«Ak to her again some day on the sub- 
ject of his art. 

This first introduction was followed up by 
a visit to the dame, and the gift of some 
fe<Hnpt«s for Parisian diet-bread and French 
rolls. Dtibois cajoled so adroitly, and ad- 
luinistored such pleasant Httle doses of flat- 
tery, that the buxom mistress of the bakery's 
heart was completly won, and a general 
invitivtioTi given, which the cunning Louis 
XiM not slow in accepting. He had made 
Inquiries about Pierce, his family, prospects, 
aiid fortune, and improved his Mendship 
with that young man by a multitude of 
ginnll attentions and civiUties, which coat 
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him nothing, and very much delighted the 
recipient. He took him to York House to 
see the Duke and Duchess go- forth in state ; 
obtained him a sight of the King dining at 
Whitehall ; gave him the benefit of his taste 
in dress ; and likewise admissions to play* 
houses and singing companies innumerable : 
so that Pierce looked upon him as his most 
serviceable friend. 

It soon became no uncommon thing for 
Louis to drop in about supper-time at the 
Browns' ; and whenever he sung, Barbara's 
attention was fixed, and her whole heart 
given to the music, as on the first occasion* 

It fell out by chance that Pierce, being 
detained at home upon one occasion, sent his 
friend alone, charged with a message to the 
dame ; and as it was not his usual hour for 
visiting her, the mistress of the house was 
nowhere to be seen. He called, but receiv- 
ing no answer from bakery or parlour, paused 
doubtfiiUy on the stairs, wondering if it were 
advisable to seek Barbara in the workroom, 
and charge her with the communication to 
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her aunt ; but he had never penetrated to the 
upper chamber^ and hesitated an instant, till 
he suddenly caught the sound of music ; nay, 
more, it seemed curiously like a choice ma* 
^gal wMd. h^ btely 'been hi. fevo^te 
fion&r, and one which as yet was not generally 
knoL in London. First the *adn wa. si 
and uncertain ; then a pause came, as though 
the musician were ai, fault, and finally the 
whole verse was sung in a voice of surpass- 
ing richness. Dubois' professional ear knew 
this to be no ordinary quality of tone, and 
that, although evidently not skilled in the 
science of music, the owner of this lovely 
voice had indeed a treasure to cultivate. 
Again the song was resumed ; the latter part 
was given with spirit, and he felt, from cer- 
tain peculiarities faithfully rendered, that the 
songster had heard his way of singing it. 
Without more ado, he ran up and tapped at 
the door as he entered. He could hardly 
beUeve his eyes when he saw nobody in the 
jroom but Barbara. There she sat before a 
large table, spread over with embroidered 
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silks, looking over her jfinished work with 
satisfaction, preparatory to sending it home 
to Mistress Walsh; 

She rose, surprised to see Dubois, and his 
first words sent the colour flying to her 
cheeks, for he began : — 

" Mrs. Barbara, I will never forgive you 
for your usage of me ; Pierce, too, is as bad. 
Here have I sung night afber night, and not 
one of you had the grace to tell me I had a 
rival song-bird in the company. Ke for 
shame 1 to hide your sweet voice from me 
thus ; and what an ear for music you must 
have, to remember my madrigal so tho* 
roughly I Yet, methinks, I have sung 
others far more frequently. Surely none bui 
myself can have made you hear it; it is 
scarcely known out of York House. It is 
regularly stolen.'' 

Barbara was terribly distressed. She feared 
Dubois was reaUy angry, and repUed almost 
with tears :— • 

** Indeed, sir, I am too bold to try your 
madrigal, or aught else, for I know not how 
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to sing. I pray you forgive me, for I meant 
no wrong. The air seems to me so sweet ; 
it hangs about mine ears ; I have only ven- 
tured to try and recall it to myself; but I 
assure you I will do so no more an' it please 
you." 

** Not at all, my young mistress ! You 
have robbed me of my song, and must pay 
the penalty by singing it to me again 
directly." 

And Dubois coolly seated himself, await- 
ing the ftdfilment of his sentence. But not 
a sound could poor Barbara utter. She 
stood nervously clasping her hands, the pic- 
ture of flight and embarrassment, and never 
had felt so thankfiil as when her d,unt's ap- 
proaching footsteps might be heard on the 
stair, hoping through her intercession to 
escape the ordeal. 

Mistress Brown laughed heartily at Du- 
bois's story, and declared that she long ago 
had told the silly child she had some idea of 
singing, *'and more so by half since you. 
Master Louis^ have come among us« She is 
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aye going over your songs whenever I come 
up here, and fairly owes yon the hearing of 
them/' said the dame, nodding her head au- 
thoritatively towards her niece, who was 
obliged to obey, and began in a tremulous, 
uncertain voice, scarcely audible. Dubois 
took pity on her, and commenced the song 
himself also, which gave her courage, and 
when the dreaded task was ended, he said to 
her : — 

" My good luck surely brought me here 
to-day, else I should not have found you out, 
young demoiselle. Now, in good earnest, I 
shall give you a few lessons, so that you may 
make a fortune at our music-loving Court, 
whenever you tire of your embroidery; 
though even in my own Paris I never saw 
fairer or richer work. Surely some fairy 
guides your fingers," he concluded, minutely 
examining the silk, while the dame was im- 
mensely amused at the notion of Barbara at 
Court, making various jokes about it, and 
e^ddently treating his words as a merry 
conceit. 
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Not SO Dubois. He liad quite seriously 
made up his mind to cany out his proposal, 
foreseeing that, with such a voice and ear, a 
little instruction would make the girl ca- 
pable of taking part in any musical enter- 
tainment, and at any moment the production 
of a new singer would be certain to please 
his patron, and benefit himself. 

Pierce was delighted to hear his opinion 
of Barbara's powers ; and gladly accepted for 
her the proffered lessons, warmly thanking 
Louis for this additional proof of his Mend- 
ship, and totally unconscious of the wily 
Frenchman's ulterior views in the matter. 



CHAPTEE XI. 

From the first evening Barbara had been 
singularly fascinated by Dubois ; his conver- 
JZ .L so clever, iL ma^er so ftiendly 
to all, and his talent for music was so 
charming, that he occupied her thoughts a 
good deal. It seemed as though he put 
new ideas into her head upon every subject ; 
and as Pierce was ever ready to descant on 
the perfections of his friend when he was 
with her, the young pair thoroughly agreed 
on the subject. 

The lessons began, and surely never mas- 
ter had so docile a pupiL She learned with 
her whole heart, and even Dubois was sur- 
prised at her rapid progress under his guid- 
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ance. This clever man of the world, so 
much older in knowledge as well as in years 
than the young girl, saw with amusement, 
by no means unmixed with vanity, how 
completely she was falling under his influ- 
ence, though not aware of it herself. His 
experience could read her mind as easily as 
a book ; and as by degrees she lost the first 
timidity which made her dread the idea of a 
lesson from him, he tried to appear in a 
kind of fatherly light towards her, inspiring 
her with perfect confidence and trust in all 
that he said or did. 

At first Pierce attentively followed the 
lessons ; but when he found they were not 
going to sing sw§et airs, only devoting 
themselves to hard exercises in tedious suc- 
cession, he limited his attendance to an oc- 
casional peep into the room, and hasty 
greetings to the performers. Dubois, under 
plea of resting their voices, frequently ques- 
tioned Barbara adroitly about herself and 
her friends. He was soon perfectly well in- 
formed as to the prospects of the Walsh 



^ 
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family, and also of Master Gibb's eccentrici- 
ties, all of which knowledge he intended to 
avail himself of in his future dealings with 
them. 

About this time the expedition to La 
RocheUe began to occupy the public mind, 
and was the subject of much discussion. The 
Duke of Buckingham advised it, some said, 
to re-establish himself in popular favour, as 
well as to prove his talents as a commander- 
Others again hinted that an insane hope of 
seeing the French Queen prompted him to 
the enterprise ; and these malcontents espe- 
cially commented upon the costly prepara- 
tions he made in carriages, jewels, and 
apparel, which seemed far more to resemble 
those of an enamoured knight than the 
equipages of a general. However that 
might be, his intended departure by no 
means prevented the Duke from keeping up 
a round of gaiety and entertainments which, 
in magnificence, surpassed those of his 
sovereign. He designed a musical masque, 
to which the whole court was bidden, and 

VOL. I. N 
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desired that no trouble or expense should be 
spared to render it at once novel and beau- 
tiful. 

The Duke sat in his dressing-room, in a 
velvet wrapping-gown one morning, succes- 
sively admitting person after person to an 
audience, and carelessly jotting down ideas 
for his masque on embossed tablets beside 
him. The apartment was the perfection of 
luxury, and was filled with costly treasures 
of every description. The choicest paint- 
ings decorated the walls, and richly-carved 
caskets and inlaid boxes covered the tables. 
On a marble slab lay an open jewel-case, 
and miniatures, weapons studded with pre- 
cious stones, gold-clasped volumes, antique 
statuettes, bronzes : in fact, every imaginable 
trinket and work of art were mixed together 
in heedless profusion. A gold salver with 
the Duke's chocolate stood at his elbow, 
books and plans lay scattered here and there, 
and a large carved couch was covered with 
costly laces, velvets, doublets, and gala suits. 
A fire of sweet-scented wood burned on the 
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hearth, and Buckingham, his foot on one of 
the silver dogs which supported the grate, 
lounged in his cushioned seat, the very em- 
bodied picture of ease. 

Einging a smaU gold bell, he desired 
Dubois to be introduced, and no one else, 
dismissing off at least a score of petitioners 
disappointed, in order to devote more time 
to the details of the forthcoming masque. 

'* Well, Louis," he began, " what success ? 
hast found me a nymph to take the part of 
Spring, and suitable array for the Four Sea- 
sons ? How goes the music ? They tell 
me thou art successful in thine own part, but 
hast not sufficiently drilled the chorus sing- 
ers : the idle dogs need it sorely/' 

" My Lord Duke must forgive, me if I 
have executed only one of his orders,'* said 
Dubois, bowing low. " The dresses I have 
seen to, the remainder is yet to be done. I 
have also been prevented from obeying your 
Grace's behest as to the other singers." 

" How now, Master Louis ?" replied the 
Duke, sharply. '* I conclude thou'rt in some 
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scrape or other, from whicli, as usual, my 
purse is to extricate thee. Beware ! for 'tis 
a game I am nearly weary of. I would 
have thee mend thy ways and keep out of 
mischief, or I may perchance • bring back 
some compatriot of thine from France to 
take thy place.*' 

"Monseigneur has then perhaps heard 
some slanderous tale regarding me ?" replied 
Dubois, smiling ; " for verily I have become 
a pattern to all York House, conducting my- 
self so well. Let his Grace question the 
household, and he will be told that it is 
truth, that I have given up play, rarely 
enter a tavern, and pass my leisure hours 
among respectable citizens, whose manners 
and customs are of primeval steadiness. If 
your Grace deigns to look at me, I verily 
trow I am acquiring the toumure of a Lon- 
don bourgeois," added he, with so solemn a 
face that his patron smiled, saying — 

" I conclude thou hast an eye on the citi- 
zens' pockets, friend Louis, or some mischief 
ig brewing in thy brain. At all events 
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there is some pretty citizeness in the case. 
Nevertheless, I see no just reason for thy 
neglecting my interests as thou hast done of 
late, for thy city friends are not likely to 
serve me in the matter of my masque, I 
trow." 

** Scarcely, in the Four Seasons," said Du- 
bois, quietly ; *' but in the next your Grace 
designs, you shall let your friends hear a 
voice that will drive half the town wild, that 
poets will celebrate, and that the Queen's 
Majesty will be envious of; one, in short, I 
may say, that will be as noted as my own." 

" Bravissimo I most modest Louis ! Where 
is this treasure? Is it man or woman — 
British or foreign? I am impatient to 
hear." 

Dubois answered : " The fortunate indivi- 
dual is a young girl not eighteen ; but ere 
we succeed there are great difficulties in our 
way to overcome, for not only is she as de- 
mure a damsel as ever wore close hood, but 
she is daughter to one of, I believe, the 
most detestable old fanatics aUve, who would 
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sooner give Jier to the stake than allow her 
to sing dressed up in a masque." 

"Bad enough," said the Duke, *'but to 
be got over. — ^What else ?" 

''She is betrothed to a spirited young 
fellow, well able to give her a good home 
and every comfort." 

" Worse still ! but not irremediable : is 
she passable to look at ?'* 

" She is more like the head by Titian over 
there, than an English maid; and when 
dressed in other fashion would, I warrant 
me, appear strikingly fair, although the 
damsel is a trifle lame." 

"The more interesting!" exclaimed the 
Duke ; " you make me desirous of securing 
the girl's services, particularly as there seem 
to be difficulties in so doing. The Duchess 
will place her readily among her women ; 
but tVere as well for me to hear her voiee 
ere I take any trouble." 

" I knew your Grace would wish to judge 
for yourself — for that I have a plausible 
scheme. The maid embroiders deftly as a 
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Parisienne, and has even now ready various 
fabrics suitable for the rich costumes in the 
masque preparing. Let Madame la Duchesse 
send for her with her aunt; Monseigneur 
will afterwards permit me to show them 
through the state-rooms — ^it will be hard if 
I arrange not that she sing to your Grace. 
The aunt is devoted to me, and would do 
anything to pleasure me; a little flattery 
turns her head in a minute ; so that we 
have but to send, and they come." 

*' Louis, thou art a treasure of the first 
class ! See that a carriage go for the women 
this day ; I will apprize my Duchess of their 
coming, and thy timid nightingale shall be 
received so as to soothe her tremors. I shall 
leave her in thy hands ; — and this for thy 
zeal," concluded Buckingham, tossing a purse 
towards him, which Dubois received with 
all due reverence, and retired triumphant. 

Very difficult would it be to give any 
idea of Dame Brown's state of delight when 
Dubois came to summon her to York House ! 
The idea of such an unlooked-for honour 
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nearly drove her crazy. She could not thank 
the amhassador who was the bearer of the 
order sufficiently; words failed her; and 
Barbara's totally opposite view of the sub- 
ject made her very angry. She, simple girl ! 
had so often heard her father's denunciations 
of Buckingham ; both the Duke and all be- 
longing to him were ever described by the 
rigid old Puritan as being so desperately 
wicked and dangerous to approach, without 
fear of calling down some judgment upon 
the misguiders, frequenters of such sinful 
abodes — that she was aghast at the prospect 
of crossing the threshold of York House. 

Pierce laughed at her first, and then 
begged her to summon up resolution enough 
to exhibit her work. He was pleased at 
her good fortune in an introduction to so 
noble a patroness as the Duchess of Bucking- 
ham, and thought with pride of the praises 
which he felt certain she would receive. 

" It is another proof of your friendship, 
Louis," said he, warmly, ** for I see 'tis an 
arrangement we owe to you : and, Barbara, 



"% 
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he will encourage you before the great lady, 
and plead your want of knowledge of courtly 
forms, if you know not how to address her 
Grace ; so, dear maiden, cheer up and fear 
nothing, I beg." 

Mistress Brown's garrulous tongue was 
silenced with awe when they reached York 
House ; the countless retainers of every de- 
gree, the corridors and suites of handsome 
rooms, the splendid fiimiture they saw, quite 
bewildered her, as Dubois conducted them to 
the Duchess of Buckingham's ante-room. 
There, tradespeople and petitioners waited 
their turn of admittance, casting envious 
looks at our little party, who, with their 
goods, were speedily passed into a second 
chamber. 

"I've heard tell of fairyland," whispered 
the dame; "but pity me, if this does not 
beat it altogether, my name is not Janet ! 
See to the damask silk of the curtains, Bar- 
bara! 'tis enough to make a body's hair 
stand on end, to think of the servant- 
wenches touching it with their carelessly- 
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wiped hands ! — ^and oh ! the gold upon the 
chair-backs — ^the velvety feel of the carpets ! 
— and the paintings ! I shall never get over 
the sight in my right senses," she said, 
gazing round and round, open-mouthed. 

Barbara's thoughts were occupied by the 
idea of her father's horror, could he see her 
in the house of his enemy: she trembled 
to imagine his fury. But now Dubois 
signed hastily to them to stand aside in 
silence, as two of her women preceded the 
* Duchess into the apartment ; and it seemed 
to the excited girl as if the very floor shook 
under her feet. 

When her terror permitted her to look up, 
she saw nothing before her more awM to 
gaze on than a handsome lady in a satin 
neglige, giving directions to her attendants 
to place her fauteuil in the best light for 
examining the embroidery. 

Called forward with her work, the young 
girl was soon reassured by the courtesy of 
the Duchess, and the kind interest she took 
in her performances. Barbara felt repaid for 
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many hours of patient industry, by the 
praises bestowed upon her good taste and 
skilfiil execution ; the dame trod at least a 
couple of inches taller all day after a brief 
notice from the Duchess, who selected a 
quantity from among the silks; and they' 
were finally dismissed, with a gracious inti- 
mation to Dubois that he might show the 
state-rooms to his friends. This he did in 
every detail, allowing the elder woman ample 
time to examine the gorgeous display of 
plate in the dining-hall, whilst he pointed 
out the chief varieties to Barbara, in a man- 
ner so caressing, and yet so deferential, that 
it made her heart beat more quickly. After 
traversing many magnificent saloons they 
came, by Louis's contrivance, last of all to 
the music-room, where musical instruments 
of every sort might be found, and where 
painted ceiling and gilded walls attracted the 
eye. Barbara looked at the stately propor- 
tions of the hall, the multitude of candelabra, 
the mirrors reflecting back all this pomp, 
and wondered at Dubois' audacity when he 
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commenced singing a verse, bidding her mark 
the fitness of the chamber to give the greatest 
power to sound. 

She thought with pride that she possessed 
the friendship of one who seemed on so 
familiar a footing in this grand abode, and 
secretly thanked him for his kindness to her. 

An opening door caught Louis's expectant 
ear, and admitted a splendidly-attired gentle- 
man, who, whilst all stood in respectful 
silence, approached them, carelessly nodding 
in return to their obeisances, and com- 
mencing thus to Dubois ; 

" Well, Orpheus ! qrt singing to prove 
how well thy voice resounds, or by chance ? 
Is this the maiden of whom thou sayest such 
great things? Child,I hear from km that 
thou art the most zealous of students. I 
also love the fair science of music passing 
well, albeit I have not friend Louis's dulcet 
pipe. He brags of thy progress, and his skiU. 
Damsel, I would fain ask thee and this 
respectable lady, whose word I could not 
doubt, if he does not invent the tale ; for I 
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cannot believe any novice ever learned to 
sing so rapidly as he boasts you have done. 
Say, wilt thou let me hear a song ?" 

" An' it please your honourable and wor- 
shipful lordship's gracious grace/' said Dame 
Brown, ''Barbara is an unlearned child. 
Master Dubois has kindly taught her a 
little to pleasure her future bridegroom. 
For, so young as she looks, she's an engaged 
woman to as fine a lad as e'er trod on shoe 
leather. An' please your Grace, she can 
sing with Master Louis of an evening, at 
supper-time, fairly enough ; but for all that, 
she knows naught." - 

" Gently, my good madam," said the Duke* 
^'I am perversely fond of judging for myself. 
I fear I shall scarce have the fortune of meet- 
ing the maid at the time you name, and 
shall e'en repeat my request for a song 



now." 



Dubois smiled as he took up a guitar and 
struck a chord ; but Barbara turned pale 
and whispered : " Master Dubois, you 
know I cannot ; I should choke for 
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fear; and besides, in such a presence I 
dare not." 

'* Dear Barbara," rejoined he, in her ear, 
persuasively, "for my sake, do: think of 
my credit here at stake ; and, the words 
come to my lips naturally, but I say them 
again, * For my sake,' do it, I implore you !" 

The expression of his voice, his beseeching 
eyes, and the unacknowledged power he had 
obtained ovei; Barbara, prevailed : her aunt 
marvelled to hear her clear lovely notes 
joining Dubois in the duet he chose. The 
fact was, it gave her such intense pleasure 
to sing with him, and blend her own with 
his most beautiful voice, that once fairly 
launched in song, she forgot all save her 
master's instructions, and went through her 
part as successfully as possible. 

The Duke listened quietly: when they 
finished he complimented Dubois on his 
pupil, and taking a ring from his finger, 
gracefully entreated Barbara's acceptance of 
a trifling remembraace ; then bowing to the 
dame, and waving off all thanks, he left 
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them, enjoining Louis to see that they had 
suitable refreshment. Thus terminated their 
visit : we may easily imagine how much 
there was to tell, both to Pierce and his 
family, whilst the very munificent payment 
tendered by the Duchess's purse-bearer for 
the embroideries, called forth many blessings 
and good wishes from all, as well as hopes 
for her continued patronage. 

Barbara alone felt strangely, she could 
not understand why : with Pierce's happy 
voice, whispering affectionate praise, and 
Pierce closely seated by her side, she yet 
ever seemed singing with Louis Dubois in 
York House ; and she went to rest with his 
few words of entreaty, "For my sake, 
Barbara," haunting her piUow, and mingling 
sweetly in her dreams. 



CHAPTER XII. 

Again we find the Diike of Buckingham in 
his sumptuous dressing-room, as on a pre- 
vious occasion, and again was Louis Dubois 
called for impatiently. When he answered 
the summons his maister began hastily : — 

" Well, how have we sped ? What says 
the charming Barbara ? — and what the aimt ? 
I daresay thou wert received with open arms, 
for, my life on't, yonder brown-eyed maiden 
looks at thee in a fashion of tender beseech- 
ftdness which I should not like, were I the 
betrothed youth/' 

" Monseigneur will readily believe my ad^ 
miring bakeress is stiU overcome with the 
glories of York House, and verily deems me 
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the best man in London, for having enabled 
her to see them. The whole family of the 
young man were there to thank me for being 
the medium of her Grace's seeing the em- 
broideries ; the son calls me his trusted 
friend, and the old folks bid me to their 
house whenever I will it so/' 

" But thy mission ? To the point, good 
Louis ; my time is short, seeing I wait on 
his Majesty to the tennis-court this day: 
have we succeeded?" 

" Quite the reverse, mon maitre. The 
dame immediately said that her Grace's 
wish to have Barbara among her maidens 
was indeed a great honour, but that it was 
one quite impossible to accept. Pierce broke 
in hastily that his betrothed bride needed 
not to take service with any one. His pa- 
rents, shrewd folk I warrant! hoped her 
Grace would pardon the refusal, and still 
think of the silks and laces. I then asked 
if the maid might perchance sing in the 
masque ; but soon found it were best to let 
them think my words a joke, for Pierce 

VOL. I. 
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seemed mightily offended. Thereupon we 
fell talking, and I again urged her Grace's 
offer, the young pah* not being present. 
And then it came out that were it likely the 
girl's father consented to part with her to 
any noble lady, your prmcely house would 
never be the one to receive her ; he having, 
as they called it, a grudge against your 
Grace's person." 

" But who is he, and what is his griev- 
ance ?" asked the Duke, impatiently. 

" After some hesitation the dame said that 
Barbara in truth need not seek for wage or 
service, seeing that she is an only child, and 
her father is none of the poorest." 

" My good fellow, tell me his name, or I 
shall lose all patience." 

'* Does my lord remember his late Majesty's 
old servant, Master Gibb ? He is the man 
who loves not even to hear your Grace's 



name." 



The Duke flung himself back in his chair 
with a gay laugh, as he replied — 

*' Old Verjuice ! do I not remember him ? 



k 
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Many a time did he set my royal old dad 
against me. Ay, many a tale came through 
his spiteful hate. I may own 1 paid him 
off liberally, for I loved not so grim and un- 
mannerly a Mentor ; the Prince and I were 
oft-times sadly balked by him. So when 
his Majesty came to the throne he took my 
advice, and packed off the old scarecrow. I 
thought the rage he was in at the news of 
his dismissal must have sent him to rejoin 
the shades of his ancestors long ago. 
And your demure pupil is his daughter? 
She seems of a different stamp, and has a 
divine voice. I daresay she is as rich as 
Croesus, for old Gibb was a perfect miser. 
Many is the gold piece I have seen him get ; 
yes, and given him as a salve myself" 

" Tour Grace is quite right ; I believe the 
young man Pierce's family had their eyes 
open in the betrothal ; for what with the 
maid's skill in embroidery, and her father's 
money-bags, she is no bad bride for their 
young son." 

" How," said the Duke, '' are we to get 



196 THE PROPHECY. 

her to sing ? Thou saidst far too little of 
her voice, and I trow envy, hatred, and ma- 
lice will reign among our musical stars when 
we hring her out ; for I swear I will, though 
it cost me a hundred gold carolus. Our 
next month's pastoral masque shall be the 
time, and I promise thee the gold to arrange 
it aU. She is charmingly fresh, too ! I quite 
long to see the Queen's spite at not being 
the first to discover this new enchantress." 

" I have a scheme, an' it meet with Mon- 
seigneur's approbation," said Dubois ; " I am 
always willing to serve him well, and even 
to make a victim of myself to give eclat to 
York House. I fear many hearts will be 
broken, but I am thinking of marrying the 
girl, and bringing her out as Madame Du- 
bois. In itself, that ought to prepare the 
world for something astonishing." 

The Duke gave a long whistle, and then 
said to his companion, who stood meekly 
awaiting a reply : " Louis, thou art an arrant 
knave, and the prince of plotters. We gain 
the lady and her voice ; thou gainest the old 
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curmudgeon's money-bags. I assist thee, 
and assuredly vex mine ancient plague ; and 
Madame will be the oracle of fashion for all 
embroidery. Bravo ! bravo ! mio signdre ! 
But the maid's young lover — how is he to 
be got rid of?" 

"Can there be any chance for a boy of 
eighteen against me, my lord ?" said Dubois, 
drawing himself erect and curling his dark 
moustache. 

" Why," said the Duke, laughing, " ladies 
do sometimes think a spruce young gallant 
of eighteen more loveable than one of your 
time of life, Louis ; still I know thou art a 
cunning rogue, well read in the difficult page 
of woman's heart, so I shall leave * La belle 
Barbaric ' in thy hands. Only when I am 
wanted I will assist, if needful, like the for- 
giving parents at the end of a play. I will 
say. Bless ye, my children : at any rate, thou 
shalt receive the gold on thy wedding-day. 
Get thee gone! Cupid go with thee; but 
send my feUows in to dress me." 

Dubois had calculated his chanqes to a 



i 
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nicety ; he went on in the course which he 
had previously chalked out for himself, act- 
ing a part likely to inspire the simple-minded 
B^ll with '^Jtio„, and V -btU 
means gaining influence over her. It was 
long since he had heen thrown in the way 
of so unsophisticated a creature, and she 
took his fancy as a new plaything. 

Pierce was too loyal to suspect any possible 
treaxjhery on his friend's part ; indeed Louis 
was too crafty to permit any perceptible 
difference in his manner before people. Yet 
there were shades of tone and expression 
which were pleasing to Barbara, which flat- 
tered her, she knew not why ; and for which 
she watched at all their meetings. Whilst, 
when alone with her he gave full play to 
his briUiaut imagination, leading her on from 
romantic incident to pleasant day-dreams, 
until she Uved in a world of highly-wrought 
feUBg aod «,ntonent. 

Alone in her chamber, the contrast of her 
new life to that which she had led patiently 
so long, made the idea of the latter s ever 
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returning so distastefdl, that she ended by 
always banishing it, hoping that some lucky 
star would shine on her, and prevent her 
awakening from such enchanting visions as 
those called up by Louis. 

Her marriage was ever spoken of as so 
distant, and the calm friendliness of heif 
feelings regarding Pierce made their betro- 
thal continue on so placid a footing, that 
she lived in the enjoyment of the present 
moment, quite contented to remain for ever 
as she now was ; her principal care being 
to improve in her singing sufl&ciently to 
please Dubois, without neglecting her em- 
broideries. 

Seated at her window one afternoon await- 
ing her lesson, and employed meantime in 
lace-making (an art in which she had attained 
some proficiency), her aunt came with Dubois 
to h^ar the music; but soon remembering 
some neglected piece of housewifery, she 
left them to their studies without more ado, 
and the lesson commenced. The master 
was not himself ; he remained silent, melan- 
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choly, and absent. Vainly did Barbara try 
her utmost skill to change his mood ; deep 
sighs were his only reply. The poor girl 
sought gently to inquire the cause of his 
unusual demeanour ; he only gave an abrupt 
answer that caused tears to gather reproaxjh- 
fuUy in her eyes. And then he spoke : " I 
am a brute, my sweet little maid, to behave 
thus to thee. Alas ! I cannot go on longer 
acting a part. I am a most unhappy man, 
Barbara ! Better had I remained in yonder 
dark river. Pierce restored me to life, but 
he has since taught me bitterly to regret it.** 

" Alas ! my heart bleeds to see you thus : 
what ails you. Master Louis ? — ^you are in 
grief too surely. I am no fit person to help 
you, I fear; still, a sorrow shared is a 
burthen lessened, so let me share yours." 

"Ah! Barbara, you are not the one I 
ought to choose for a confidant, and yet my 
heart inclines but to tell you alone. Pierce 
has shown me the blessings and joys of an 
English home, and I, poor stranger and 
alien, have none ! Pierce has youth, friends, 
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and fortune. I have only the voice which 
nature gave me, wherewith to make my 
hving. Last, bitterest grief of all, Pierce 
has shown me the only maiden I ever saw, 
whose sympathy and affection could brighten 
my lonely way. And she, she is the be- 
trothed of another. Start not, Barbara, but 
listen. You think the young fellow loves you 
dearly ! How does he prove it ? I teU you, 
poor child, he cares more for his own amuse- 
ment than for all your gentle tenderness ! 
This is my woe, to see you thrown away on 
one who only betrothed himself at his 
parent's suggestion ; whilst I, oh, my angel ! 
I love thee to distraction. I may ne'er see 
that sweet face again, but yet I tell thee a 
thousand times, I love thee better than life 
itself." 

Dubois spoke with passionate energy ; he 
fell on his knee at her feet holding her hand 
fast, and gazing earnestly into her face. 
The veil was removed from her eyes in one 
single second ; she knew all now ; and the 
thought darted through her mind that 
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Dubois was the world to her. Pierce, her 
£ither, her betrothal, everything £ided away 
in the first moment of this overwhelming 
discovery. 

" Oh V* she exclaimed, " it is impossible ! 
a simple, foolish maid like me, knowing little 
bnt what I have learned through your kind- 



ness 



€( 



It is that very simpUcity that charms 
me !" exclaimed Dubois. " Thou wert, from 
the first, so sweetly unlearned in disguising 
each warm feeling of thy young heart, that, 
buffeted about the world as I have been, 
thou hast carried me back, in thought, to the 
days when I too believed in truth and 
honesty. Ay, Barbara ! and now I see in 
thy fair face that a Uttle pity for the poor 
musician lurks in thy gentle breast. Thou 
art silent, but it is neither anger nor hate 
that causes thee to hang thy head and look 
so troubled. Seek not to deceive thyself 
maiden, for thou lovest me." 

Barbara wrenched away her hands and 
clasped them wildly, as the words came from 
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her lips : " Heaven help me, Master Louis ! 
Alas, alas ! I do." 

* All the protestations of affection and 
soothing tenderness which Dubois lavished 
upon her were required to stem the torrent 
of self-reproach and tears to which Barbara 
now gave way. What to do or say, she 
knew not ; in all her misery she was con 
scious only of one thing — that to forfeit her 
companion's love, would be to her worse 
than death or misfortune. Long and agi- 
tating was their talk ; ere they parted she 
had promised to take her first step in deceit, 
by keeping their mutual affection a profound 
secret ; and by pretexting illness for an un- 
usually early departure from supper. For 
she knew, that to sit through the evening 
as was her custom, with every one's eye 
upon her, would be more than she could 
endure in her present state of feeUng. 

The unsuspecting uncle and aunt believed 
all she said, and proposed sundry possets 
and herb drinks for the cure of her indis- 
position* Her pale face and swollen eye* 
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Kds, indeed, might well pass for the effects 
of severe headache ; and when Pierce came 
in he told her she looked a misery, and 
urged her to retire at once ; adding gaily, 
that as he could not have her company as 
usual, he would take advantage of an admis- 
sion to the Duke's playhouse ; so he hade her 
good even, and went off with a light heart. 
Dubois whispered that his conduct would be 
very different under the circumstances, for 
never should he seek diversion if anything 
ailed her ; and he took leave tenderly, un- 
seen by the dame, retiring perfectly well 
satisfied with the success of his plans, and 
not a little amused at the clever way in 
which Pierce was outwitted. 

Wretched were Barbara's self-upbraidings 
in the long hours of the night, and many 
the good resolutions she formed during her 
vigil. She would leave Dubois and her 
aunt's house, to claim an asylum with 
Pierce's mother, thus flying from the danger 
which she feared to face. Thoughts of her 
father, of kind-hearted, affectionate Pierce, 
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and of their betrothal, filled her mind, and 
she looked on her ring with renewed grief 
at the return she had made for all her 
friend's affectionate care. Well might she 
feel ashamed and miserable ; nor could she 
do anything but sit and think. But Dubois 
came ostensibly to inquire after her health ; 
and the first sound of his voice and touch of 
his hand banished good impulses a« the 
charm he held over her returned in all its 
force. 

After this day the artfdl Louis managed 
to throw constant temptations in Pierce's 
way, which he knew would prove attractive, 
and to Barbara made his constant absences 
seem additional proofs of neglect. 

Pierce was only too well inclined to take 
advantage of all the fascinating opportuni- ' 
ties thus afforded him ; and as he could not 
disguise the truth to himself honestly, and 
knew how completely he was acting against 
his father's wishes, he felt awkward and ill 
at 'ease before his parents, or even when 
under Dame Brown's eye ; so that he ever 
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hurried away on some pretext, after a slight 
greeting and few words to Barbara. 

Matters, therefore, went ill enough ; and 
Dame Brown began to own that her favour- 
ite was outrunning the bounds even of her 
indulgence, in his ways of going on, whilst 
Barbara's pale face and preoccupied manner 
were set down to the same cause. 

" Barbara ! come down !'* called her aunt 
at the stair foot. "Why are ye sitting 
moping to the moon in your chamber ? 
Here's a whole wallet of news like enough 
to give ye somewhat to mope for. And 
here's Master Walsh, Pierce, and Master 
Dubois wanting supper. Hasten down and 
help me to serve them." 

Slowly Barbara obeyed : the dread of her 
affection for Louis being discovered weighed 
upon her spirits, and he had so urged upon 
her the necessity of keeping the secret till 
he saw a fit opportunity to break it to her 
friends, that she strove incessantly to conceal 
her feelings. Besides, the dishonour%ible 
part she was playing towards Pierce afflicted 
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her ; for though she had allowed herself to 
be persuaded into a belief in his indifference, 
her better judgment confessed that he was 
always kind and affectionate to her. 

However, when she joined the company 
her aunt began : ** Here now, child ! listen 
to Master Walsh ; he's brought thee hasty 
news of thy father, and of thy ^eetheart 
to boot," added she, shaking her finger at 
Pierce. 

" Nay, Barbara," said Walsh, kindly, " do 
not look so scared ; Master Gibb is well in 
health, and happy in mind, for he has re- 
ceived an ample portion of his late kinsman's 
goods. He hopes to reach London ere 
many days are gone, but as his house is not 
fit to go into, seeing it hath been closed these 
many weeks since he left it, he has offered 
to lodge with my good dame and me till he 
can move home with thee too, my little Bar- 
bara. So my wife hopes, by Dame Brown's 
leave, that thou wilt take up thy dwelling 
with us as speedily as may be. She says 
thou hast been but a laggard over her satins 
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of late, and bids thee come. It will be some- 
thing of a make-up to her for lack of Pierce.* 

** Is Pierce going away all in a minute, like 
a jack-o'-lantern?" said Mistress Brown. 

The young man replied for himself, 
** Wliy, in good truth, I have been an idle 
dog of late, and am to be chastised." 

** Say father, my son," rejoined liis father, 
" that thou hast taken over much delight in 
company and pleasures unfitted to thy 
station. Like a stem father as I am, I remove 
him bodily away from the gay friends and 
merry meetings he loves, sending him 
straight off on a matter of much importance 
to myself regarding my dealings with our 
Antwerp correspondent. Nay, Barbara^ 
forgive me for parting ye ! a month or two 
will see him back ; and, my word on't, we 
must then talk of a lodging and outfit. 
Goodness knows the damasks and linens 
stowed up for Pierce's bride by his mother. 
So cheer up, young folks, never let our 
last meeting be a gloomy one." 

In spite of all the efforts made, the little. 
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party were dull enough : to Barbara the 
Lig seeded iatennLble. She i^^ed 
these new plans must separate her from 
Dubois ; and the idea of meeting her father 
was terrible, beyond expression. One thing 
she vowed — she would not consent to marry 
Pierce. His coming absence afforded her an 
opportunity for telling his mother all her 
wishes, aaid of thus saving herself from a 
life of what she termed misery, united to one 
who verily did not love her. 

Pierce was well aware that he had tried 
his father's temper sorely; he therefore 
readily agreed to pleasure him in the matter 
of his foreign trip. He reproached himself, 
on reflection, with his neglect of Barbara, 
and devoted himself to her in all sincerity 
this evening, with so much affection that 
she felt utterly miserable. 

When all were about to separate, he drew 
her aside with a few words of tender faxeweU, 
which she answered in so hesitating and 
awkward a manner, that the observant 
Dubois was fain to turn it off with a jest, by 

VOL. I. p 
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fjtriking up a gay French ballad, entiiled, 
' Le (Upart du Promis/ in such a mock senti- 
mental voice that every one laughed out- 
right. After a hasty good-bye, Pierce dc 
parted with his father, Dubois hastening to 
rejoin them, after a whisper to Barbara that 
she must see him on the morrow. 

Then she was left to her bitter self-up- 
braidings, regrets, and, above all, to ' the 
dread of soon losing Dubois, whilst he took 
his way to the French tavern, and lost half- 
a-dozen gold pieces with the dice, to one 
of his usual companions, thinking that ere 
long he should have cash enough and to 
spare, if his speculations answered his hopes. 

Barbara counted the hours till he came 
next day, after seeing Pierce off: an unusual 
press of business kept the dame busy; so 
she had no one to see her sit idly, vainly 
seeking some way of escape from the diffi- 
culties before her, and looking hopelessly 
miserable. Louis appeared in due time, also 
looking preoccupied ; and no sooner did she 
mark his troubled mind than her fears arose 
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of something to dread hanging over their 
heads. 

"My time is brief," he said. "My 
<. Barbara! you, too, are visibly suffering: 
would I never had seen you ; for now the 
thought that I am about to lose you is 
maddening! I cannot forget — and the 
long joyless fiiture before me, lonely 
and uncared for, sinks into nothing when 
I fancy you, sweet bird, again immured 
in your dreary cage, or, worse! escaping 
from it by throwing yourself away on 
yonder wild boy. Pierce. My fate is in 
your hands, dearest child. Either you 
must at once trust your destiny to me, 
and let me lead you to a church, where 
a few words spoken wiU unite us for ever, 
or else — bitter alternative ! — we part now» 
never to meet again. Say, Barbara, which 
is it to be ?" 

She sat immoveable, as though petri- 
fied by his address, gazing with wildly 
distended eyes as he went on rapidly : 
" Once at the Walshes', you are lost to me ; 
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and, npon your own showing, scant welcome 
would be mine, dared I approach your 
father's door. If I leave you to-day, I shall 
quit this cold land, for my own bright 
France to-morrow, giving up aU I possess, 
favour, occupation, station. Better to beg 
in France than to remain miserably in the 
same city, but yet for ever parted from 
thee." 

Barbara clasped her hands, Exclaiming, 
" My father ! my father ! It would be his 
death-blow, were I to listen to you. Ah ! 
woe is me! would I might die, for I am 
very, very miserable !" 

" Nay, dear one, dry thine eyes, and 
listen. Were we to ask leave from thine 
uncle and aunt, inform Pierce that thou 
dost in truth prefer me, and write to thy 
father, no doubt we should meet with angry 
opposition. On the other hand, once my 
wife, I can shield thee from every rough 
breeze in the sky. I have my lodgings and 
maintenance from my noble master. Thou 
shalt be an honoured lady; thy father will 
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come home and see thee fiiir, beloved, and 
prosperous, the darling of my heart. I will 
be as a dutiful son to him, and cheer his old 
days. Believe me, when a father knows his 
child to be happy and beloved, he will for- 
give her for any little displeasure she may 
have caused him. I can foresee that Master 
Gibb will soon be reconciled. So hasten, 
dear maiden, for thy hood and mantle, and 
let us take this time when thy blithe aunt is 
busied elsewhere. Come, sweetest, where is 
thy mantle ?'* 

Poor deluded Barbara ! she wavered, seek- 
ing to persuade herself that his words 
might prove true, but feeling in her heart 
all the time that Master Gibb was made of 
sterner stuff than Dubois imagined ; and 
then a vision of the old man, harsh, peremp- 
tory, and severe, presented itself to her 
mind. 

" It must not, cannot be," she said faintly. 
" Louis, I must remain breaking my heart. 
God knows how I have tried not to listen to 
your sweet words. Go ! and pray for me. 
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as for one weary of her life and load of 



sorrow." 



Dubois instantly left her side, saying with 
an assumption of deep grief, ** Cruel girl ! is 
thy heart so hard towards me? If fate 
decrees it thus, farewell, sweet maid ! The 
wrench is sore, yet we must say ferewell for 
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ever. 



He moved towards the door, whilst 
Barbara in an agony of grief rose and 
leaned for support on the chair she quitted. 
Dubois made as though he would leave the 
chamber, and with one hand on the latch, 
again said, '' Alas, Barbara ! to what a fate 
are we doomed ! Once more, dear love, give, 
me God-speed ; let me take one last look of 
your face, and bid me go !" 

Barbara, as white as death, trembled 
violently, and then suddenly stretching out 
her hands towards him, the words came from 
her nearly in a scream : " Heaven forgive my 
weakness ! I cannot say it — Louis ! I am 
thine." 

He returned to fold her to his heart, to 
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soothe her remorseful sobs, and to comfort 
her by vows of love unchanging. The Eubi- 
con passed, he left no time for repentance, 
but hurried her down stairs before she 
knew where they were, all the time whisper- 
ing his professions of affectionate gratitude. 
She shrank back as they passed the threshold ; 
it was too late, and in another minute he 
bore her swiftly round the end of the street, 
where one of the Duke's plain carriages had 
waited patiently : placing her in it, he sprung 
in by her side, and the coachman, as previ- 
ously instructed, drove off at once. 

The Duke had all along, as we have seen, 
taken a great interest in the scheme, and 
readily arranged aU as Louis suggested. 
Barbara had proved more difficult to persuade 
than they had anticipated, and Dubois was 
aU the more enchanted at the successful ter- 
mination of his courtship. He had prepared 
all necessary papers, and a clergyman belong- 
ing to the ducal household waited at the 
church appointed. 

Half dead with shame, terror, and remorse. 
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Barbara was married to the triamphant Du- 
bois ; who took her to his home, where she 
arrived so bewildered and overcome that she 
hardly noticed the prepjtrations made for her 
reception, and with tears implored her hus- 
band to take her back to her aunt, at least to 
confess their marriage, and obtain pardon. 

Dubois waited upon the Duke, who 
gave him his promised marriage-gift, adding 
some dresses and decorations for the bride, 
with many charges that she should lack 
nothing to please her and promote her 
happiness in this her new home. 

We will now leave Monsieur and Madame 
Dubois for a while, and resume the career of 
our young hero, Lord Thurles. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

DuEiNG the occurrence of the events we have 
narrated, Lord Thorles continued his some- 
what idle course of Ufe, mixing a little in 
courtly gaieties, but on the whole preferring 
a wandering exLw about LondL, seemg 
all sorts of company, and principally taking 
care to avoid Lord Desmond. His grand- 
father would not permit his joining him in 
Ireland, always hoping that some favourable 
turn might take place in his fortunes, and 
especially desirous that his young heir should 
remain near the King. The old EarVs 
inability to allow him an adequate sum to 
furnish him with the means of keeping up a 
state and appearance equal to others of his 
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rank, made him dislike the royal festivities ; 
and he continued to find his greatest diver- 
sion in frequenting the theatres. 

Often enough the time hung heavy on his 
hands, and he would walk through London 
streets wishing he had something to occupy 
him. One evening, tempted by a briUiant 
moon, he prolonged his walk after having 
left the playhouse, and now listening to an 
itinerant ballad singer, now laughing at a 
mountebank who spouted verses to puff his 
wares, drolly combining satirical allusions to 
Buckingham and other courtiers. Lord 
Thurles at length took his way homewards 
towards Drury Lane. Passing along an 
unfrequented street where the old-feshioned 
houses overhung the footway, and where the 
quiet inhabitants had long since slumbered 
peacefully, he paused conscious of a strong 
smell of burning wood, and hastily stepped 
out to the middle of the street to ascertain 
the cause, which was soon made apparent by 
the sudden bursting out of flames from 
the lower windows of a tenement standing 
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somewhat back from the rest. His first care 
was to alarm the inmates by rapping loudly 
and shouting " Tire !" Neighbours startled 
out of their sleep, after having popped their 
heads out to see what was amiss, joined him, 
one by one, and a crowd was soon gathered. 
The fire began to blaze fiercely, and the 
terrified dwellers came forth in a half-dressed 
state, too thankful to escape with life, whilst 
the usual hubbub and confusion attendant 
on such a calamity, commenced in the 
street. 

One ran for the soldiers, another ran for 
the parish authorities, some bravely pene- 
trated the doomed house, and saved any 
articles on which they could lay hands. The 
fire roared and crackled, sending up columns 
of thick smoke. Lord Thurles worked away 
with the most active men. The house, 
apparently, was a small hostelry, judging 
from the swinging Eose and Crown before it, 
and the master, who appeared bewildered by 
his misfortune, could do nothing but wring 
his hands and appeal to the bystanders for 
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sympathy, while the old wooden house burnt 
like tmder, and master, mistress, a pack of 
screaming children, and as much household 
stuff as could be got at, all stood huddled 
together in a group : further efforts were 
made to get out some of the fiimiture, but 
a dreadful outburst of fire from an upper 
eable showered down sparks and buminfi: 
Lgments of wood upon those who ^e^ 
near, and men began to exclaim against 
risking their Uves forther. 

The lurid glare feU upon the landlord's 
ashy pale fsce, as he wildly screamed, 
" Neighbours, God help me ! I thought 
only of ourselves, but as I am a living man, 
I forgot the traveller sleeping in the upper 
back chamber." 

A murmur of horror ran through the little 
crowd, when, without an instant's hesitation. 
Lord Thurles dashed towards a side window, 
which although not near the ground, pro- 
jected out from the gable from whence thick 
smoke was issuing. Seeing him dare the 
adventure, another man from among the 
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spectators ran to assist, and partly by climb- 
ing on his shoulders, partly by clinging to 
the woodwork, the young lord gained the 
window ledge. Then stooping to catch some 
words shouted by ^he host about back 
windows and neighbours' roofs, he plunged 
into the dense vapour amidst the plaudits of 
the spectators, who had * been too timid to 
try the adventure. 

In a brief space the upper window and 
gable fell in with a blazing crash ; a groan 
from the anxious watchers testified to their 
fears for the brave young man lost to their 
sight, and his reappearance on the roof of an 
adjoining building was hailed by an univer- 
sal cheer. Many a one pressed forward to 
hear him bend to speak. He tried to make 
them understand that he had with diflSculty 
dragged a man out, half-sufibcated by the 
smoke, whom he had found vainly trying to 
muster strength to force his way out. They 
had managed to get to the second roof, 
whereon he stood, which also was burning, 
and he called for aid to lower his companion 
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from their perilous position. Aid was at 
length procured, and in a few minutes Lord 
Thurles succeeded in lowering an apparently 
half-conscious elderly man, grasping a lea- 
thern case tightly below his arm, but too 
much exhausted to stand or speak. He then 
sprang lightly down himself, — a curious ob- 
ject — his face and whole person blackened 
with smoke, his long hair singed, and his 
sleeve actually burning. . Hastily binding 
up his arm, which appeared a good deal 
burned, he again sought to render assistance 
to those labouring at the fire, until more 
efficient assistance having come up, and the 
great violence of the flames being subdued, 
he turned to depart. 

The person whom he had so signally 
served had kept an eye upon him, and seized 
luckily his uninjured arm as he was moving 
away, exclaiming — 

" Not so, young man ; you and I must 
not part thus. Not only do I owe ye life, 
— for truly my escape was of the narrowest, 
— and, but for thee, my old body were now 
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smothered, as dead as e'er a smoked herring 
in Scotland, Well, well ; my hones are not 
worth much ; but the papers in this wallet 
of mine are of the utmost value to the noble 
lady I serve. She will, I promise, give thee 
fitting guerdon for thy courage." 

" Nay ; bestow a piece or two on yonder 
gallant fellow, who did quite as much as I in 
the matter. Believe me, sir, I rejoice to 
have been, God willing, the means of serving 
both you and the lady ; but we will say no 
more about it. May your late adventure do 
you no harm, and farewell ; I will no longer 
stay parleying here, for I find my arm re- 
quires a slight dressing." 

And spite of the attempts made to detain 
him, the young lord hastened away, leaving 
the stranger to bestow his bounties upon 
the crowd. 

On regaining his lodging, Lord Thurles 
looked to his hurt, and found his left arm 
severely burned ; but after getting it bound 
up, he gladly sought rest after his fatigues, 
waking in the morning with but little suf- 
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fering from his burns and bruises of the 
previous night. 

Next day he thought fit to call at Walsh's, 
being desirous to know how the family- 
viewed Barbara's conduct, of whose mar- 
riage he had heard with the greatest surprise 
and displeasure on his friend Pierce's account. 
He only found Thomas in the warehouse, 
for his father was above, he said, with a 
gentleman who came on business ; however, 
he urged the young lord to go up, and he 
accordingly availed himself of the permis- 
sion. 

On tapping at the door, and inquiring if 
he disturbed any conversation of importance, 
he was heartily welcomed by Master Walsh, 
who ushered him in, and glanced at an 
elderly man seated by the table, on which 
were various large books suggestive of ac- 
counts. 

" A thousand welcomes, dear lord," said 
his host. " Here sits a worshipful gentle- 
^lan who was even now inquiring for news 
of you ; and hkewise telling me of a fearfdUy 
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narrow deliverance from burning which befel 
him last night. Did you hear the old 
Eose and Crown was consumed ? Well, he 

was there sleeping ^What has come over 

you?" said he to his friend, who seemed 
beside himself at sight of Lord Thurles. 

" Simply this, James Walsh : if, as your 
words imply, this is the heir of Ormonde, he 
is the very same brave youth of whom I 
spoke but now, and who so nobly dared his 
own to save my life." 

He tried to kneel and kiss the young man's 
hand, but started with concern to observe 
that his left arm was in a sling. Walsh also 
anxiously inquired the extent of the injury, 
and wished to summon his wife to examine 
into the dressing. 

The young man laughed off all their se- 
rious anticipations, assuring them his hurt 
was of the most trifling nature, and strove 
to check the stranger's gratitude by changing 
the subject. Walsh, however, insisted on 
telling him who he had saved. 

" Master Patrick Wemys, an honourable 

VOL. I. Q 



226 THE PROPHECY. 

gentleman, greatly trusted in by the Lady 
Desmond." 

" Ay," broke in the other ; " I came to 
London on business for the Countess ; and 
hers were the papers you rescued from the 
fire." 

Lord Thurles drew himself up ere he re- 
plied, " The Lady Elizabeth my kinswoman 
were dearer to me by any other name than 
that of Desmond ; still, sir, I trust she fares 
well and is happy, albeit Lord Desmond 
never seems to bring her to Whitehall." 

" Why," answered Mr. Wemys, " she is 
often ill at ease in mind as well as body, 
poor lady ! She was ever a most unwilling 
actor in aU the feuds of her house. She is 
an invalid, and loves the peaceful pleasures 
of the country, coupled with the company 
of her fair young daughter, better than the 
turmoil of a city. Gladly enough would she 
welcome you, my Lord, did she think that 
you might be tempted to enter the doors of 
her lord. She has often anxiously inquired 
about you, and it was to question friend 
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Walsh as to your well-being that I came 
here to day, little deeming how much I per- 
sonally should have to tell in your praise." 

" Commend me to my kinswomaiU, an' it 
please you, but I could not abide beneath 
the roof of Sir Bichard Preston, or Lord 
Desmond, if you will ; bearing in mind as I 
must ever do, the evil he hath wrought to 
my father's house. His harshness towards 
myself is as a feather-weight in the balance 
of my de^ grandfathers suflferings." 

And with a courteous salutation the 
young man quitted the room, leaving the 
two worthies to discuss his noble disposition, 
and adverse fortunes ; Wemys assuring Walsh 
that Lady Desmond ever spoke of him as of 
the destined upraiser of the Ormonde pros- 
perity, according to her father s prophecy, 
and that she bitterly lamented her husband's 
unkind treatment of him. 

For his own part, Master Wemys vowed 
that no chance of doing the brave youth a 
good turn should ever escape him. 

He was on his way to Lady Desmond's 
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country abode, where she lived in retirement 
with h^ only child Elizabeth, a maiden some 
years Lord Thurles' jimior, whose beauty 
and promise were her mother's joy. Her 
ambitious father had ah-eady plauned further 
aggrandizement through a marriage which 
Kaa great hopes of a.ranging\r her 
when the lime came. Meanwhile he pur- 
sued his course, a close attendant at Court, 
permitting both mother and daughter to re- 
main together unmolested, in blissfiil igno- 
rance of his designs. 



CHAPTER XrV, 

On discovery of Barbara's flight and mar- 
riage, her aunt had been so violently angry 
as well as grieved, that she had taken to her 
bed, really ill, whilst Solomon declared, '* If 
the rascally Frenchman showed his sallow 
face near the bakery, he'd break an English 
cudgel across his shoulders, for treating 
honest folk o' that fashion/' 

The Walsh family were deeply wounded 
by the girl's behaviour, blaming themselves 
into the bargain for not having long since 
put a stop to Dubois' intimacy with Pierce, 
They aU were thankful that he was so well 
out of the way at this unpleasant crisis ; his 
mother averring he would be no son of hers 
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did he not show his spirit, by quickly 
banishing the graceless hussy from his 
thoughts. 

All personal feelings were quite absorbed 
in the dread of old Gibb's arrival : his violent 
temper would, they felt certain, never re- 
cover the shock which awaited him ; more- 
over, the very fact of Dubois being what he 
termed " a papist and an evil-doer," greatly 
aggravated their unpleasant anticipations. 

Monsieur Louis left nothing undone to 
divert his young wife's thoughts ; she grieved 
and fretted terribly at first about her aunt 
and other friends, but he persuaded her all 
was sure to come right in time, judiciously 
leaving her no leisure for retrospective 
thought : every instant that her rooms were 
not filled with gay friends of his own he 
kept her busily practising her singing, re- 
doubling his former care in training her 
voice, and frequently going on till weariness 
fairly knocked her up. It were impossible 
to imagine a more complete contrast than 
Barbara's present mode of life, to her pa# 
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existence ; gay dresses, ornaments, luxurious 
living, flattery and admiration, surrounded 
her. A stronger head than hers might 
have been excused for ultimately forgetting, 
as she did, to think of her indignant father 
in the inidst of her enjoyment. 

She was alarmed when Dubois first told 
her that she was under an obligation to sing 
in the masque to please the Duke ; but Louis 
coaxed her into it, and she ended by finding 
amusement in watching the elaborate prepa- 
rations now approaching completion for the 
entertainment. Dubois, confident in the 
Duke's favour, took things with a high hand, 
assuming a great superiority over others in 
the household. 

Though friends and companions were ever 
ready to drink wine or play games of chance 
in his rooms, they abused him plentifully 
behind his back, laughing at his extravagance, 
and the arrogant tone he took amongst 
them. The Duke ever turned a deaf ear to 
complaints of his favourite ; he knew per- 
fectly well that Dubois was aU they said, and 
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much more, but it was important to keep 
him in good humour for the masque, so he 
let him go on as he pleased. 

As for Barbara, though all the other 
women were jealous of her voice and the con- 
sideration with which the Duke caused her 
to be treated, she was so quiet and unobtru- 
sive that their ingenuity could find no occa- 
sion to administer the " good setting down " 
which they had one and all prepared for the 
" little interloper," as they termed her. 

Pierce Walsh was naturally exceedingly- 
wroth when he received the news of Bar- 
bara's shameful desertion of him. He was 
perhaps not desperately in love, but quite 
fond enough of her td make him feel her un- 
kindness keenly, and now that she was lost 
to him for ever, she became ten times more 
attractive, to his fancy. 

He wrote a ferocious letter to Dubois, 
calling him many names not of the politest 
sort, and bidding him beware of his ven- 
geance when he returned to England. He 
would have indeed been mortified had he 
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witnessed Dubois* extreme amusement over 
his missive ; lie declaimed it in so absurd a 
manner to his wife, that, although pitying 
**poor Pierce," she joined in the laugh, 
agreeing with her husband, that it was the 
composition of an extremely hot-tempered 
boy. 

In reply to all their inquiries, they heard 
through credible report that Master Gibb 
still lingered in Scotland ; and when the day 
appointed for the famous masque arrived, he 
was not in London, much to Barbara's 
relief. 

Eich and noble, ayl and royal too, was 
the audience that eventful night. Bucking- 
ham had collected the choicest critics of the 
court to hear his new masque ; the Queen sat 
enthroned in the grand saloon, surrounded 
by the fairest and, most celebrated beauties 
of the time ; nor were hosts of courtiers want- 
ing. Lights, dazzling colours, and magnifi- 
cence in every shape, graced Barbara's first 
appearance. The becoming costume devised 
for her adornment by Dubois, set her oS to 
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the best advantage, and her peculiar tint of 
hair and eyes were certain to be eflfective. 

The masque was in the fashion of the day, 
a varied performance in which curious dances 
and ingenious mechanisms were mingled 
with musical scenes, whilst a constant sue* 
cession of diflferent characters kept up the 
spectator's curiosity. Barbara did not ap- 
pear till the latter part of the representation, 
when she was discovered in shepherdess* 
costume, surrounded by snow-white lambs, 
with her faithful Corydon at her feet. Du- 
bois had taken care that she should not 
appear alone; he knew that his presence 
would give her confidence ; and when they 
commenced singing, first together, then each 
alone, every whisper was hushed till those 
enchanting tones were ended. The effect 
produced far surpassed BuckiQgham's most 
sanguine hopes. Again they sang, and ^ the 
admiration excited went on increasing 
throughout the performance : at the close, 
an avalanche of questions overwhelmed the 
Duke and Duchess ; every one was wild to 
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hear the history of the charming shepherdess, 
the Queen declaring that she had never 
before enjoyed such exquisite music; and 
after the masque terminated, Henrietta 
Maria would not be satisfied without sum- 
moning Dubois and his wife to her pre- 
sence. 

After the most gracious reception she 
spoke in French to both with such conde- 
scending approval, that Louis felt more 
elated than ever, and for her part, Barbara 
dwelt more on the Queen's lovely face and 
charming manner than on all her praises. 

A well-satisfied man was Master Louis to 
find himself and his wife the centre of attrac- 
tion; compliments and encomiums of every 
kind were paid them by the noblest and 
most fashionable of the glittering assemblage, 
and he led away his wife in veritable 
triijmph. 

That night's entertainment cost the Duke 
the loss of his favourite ; for the Queen, ever 
anxious to surround herself with her own 
countrymen, gained the King's leave to 
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oflfer Dubois a trifling post, vacant in her 
household, the better to command his musical 
services at pleasure. Accordingly, only a 
few days elapsed before she urged the Duke 
to part with him, in such terms that Buck- 
ingham could not refuse. Dubois thought 
that a place in the royal household, however 
unimportant, would in his able hands be a 
sure step on the ladder of promotion. Thus 
the matter was briefly settled ; and he took 
leave of his good-natured patron, who libe- 
rally rewarded him for past services, at the 
same time bidding a courteous farewell, with 
many good wishes, to Barbara. 

It was a memorable day to Louis, when 
he seated himself by his wife in a royal 
carriage, sent to convey them to Whitehall ; 
and Barbara could hardly believe in their 
extraordinary promotion. 

John Gibb, meanwhile, arrived at the 
Walshes' abode ; and although Master Walsh 
was no coward he quaked at sight of the 
new comer. However, as he had taken upon 
himself the announcement of the unwelcome 
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news, there was no help for it ; so checking 
his companion's inquiries he conducted him 
to his own private room, and prepared him 
for some tidings which would displease him 
much. 

" That will be anent the damsel Barbara, 
I'U wager," said the old man, frowning. 
" Since Eve was created there never was any 
ill news or mischief wanting a woman at the 
root o't. Speak up, man 1 we hae strength 
to overcome evil." He sat down leaning on 
his staff, his brow wrinkling sternly a« 
Walsh proceeded, but not a sign of emotion 
was visible on his hard face as he listened in 
grim silence, although with clenched hands 
and set teeth. When all was told, he rose 
slowly, without a single word, yet with such 
a frightftd expression of countenance that 
Walsh for his life dared not stay him. 

Turning bs he gained the door, he said, 
'* Tour son is not the first, nor will he be 
the last, that hath been beguiled by a woman. 
Ajfter such a home-coming ye will scarcely 
look for me to bide here. I have marked 
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your words, and am no like to foi^t my 
wrongs. 

With that he hastened away, followed by 
Walsh, who vainly tried to say something 
exculpatory of Barbara's youth and inexperi- 
ence. Gibb turned upon him with vindictive 
spite blazing in his eyes, exclaiming in a 
hoarse, trembling voice, " Dinna stay me ! 
let me oot o' this while I can behave as be- 
Cometh ane o' the chosen. Do ye look at 
me expectin' to see a weak auld man ? I tell 
ye I hae been taught in a far ither school 
than your popinjays o' these times, and I'm 
no gaun to abase mysel' by uttering the 
curse whilk yon Jezabel deserves. Sooner 
or later, she will reap as she has sowed. 
Ay, Master Walsh ! mark me ; my re- 
venge will be worked oot before I die. 
The enemies saU be destroyed, and the evil 
anes uprooted from the land. I hope I'll live 
to see her humbled, the shameless quean !" 

With that he strode away as rapidly as he 
could, his violent fury giving him strength 
to baffle pursuit. Walsh vainly tried to 
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follow, for the old fanatic's bitter words and 
excited manner alarmed him ; but Gibb took 
his way down by-lanes and unfrequented 
streets until all trace of him was lost. From 
that hour John Gibb's abode and occupation 
for long remained a mystery to all his old 
acquaintance. It had only been by a mighty 
effort of his strong wiU that he had managed 
to preserve a composed demeanour before 
Master Walsh ; the blow had struck deeply, 
and had touched him in his tenderest and 
strongest feelings, namely, his love for Bar- 
bara and his hatred to Papists and foreigners. 
The more he brooded over his wrongs the 
more furious he became, nor did his Puritan 
brethren fail to fan the flame : he felt per- 
plexed at first to imagine what possible 
attraction his, to him, insignificant (kughter 
could have offered to a man of Dubois' stamp. 
He had never hitherto realized what grief, 
and what to him was far worse, what humi- 
hation, might overtake him through Bar- 
bara's agency; and one determination lay 
ever before him, namely, to punish her to the 
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utmost. The better to achieve this, he first 
of all decided on gaming as much insight 
into Dubois' character as he could arrive at, 
in order to thwart him in all his designs, 
whatever they might be. 

The old man had still not a few acquaint- 
ances who frequented the court in one capa- 
city or other; and though it was as gall 
and wormwood to his feelings, he commenced 
mixing in companies where he would be 
most likely to meet them. Many an ill- 
natured gibe on the fitness of a Puritan 
maiden for a singer at York House came to 
his ears, his rancour hourly increasing as he 
amassed further particularities of Dubois' 
career, his notable extravagance, idle habits, 
and gambling propensities. The crowning 
point was given to his researches by a ser- 
vant of Buckingham's that he feU in with 
perchance, who did not know him, but readily 
entered into a description of the late masques 
and Madame Dubois' great success. 

'* Yes, master," he went on, " 'tis like 
enough the Frenchman has an eye to the 
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main chance, for not only do they say our 
good Duke fee'd him well for gaining the 
maid with her wondrous voice and white 
shoulders, but, forsooth ! he brags loudly that 
he would never have hampered himself with 
a wife to please duke or kaiser, only this 
little woman happens to possess expecta- 
tions. Think of the rogue's luck ! She is 
her father's only heiress — a rich old fellow, 
with one foot in the grave : Louis means to 
make his money-bags sing to a lively tune, 
when once old curmudgeon is gone. Lord 
bless you ! Master Dubois found out all that 
safe enough ere the noose was tied, luckily 
for the girl, for he is flighty as a windvane, 
and I wager a crown madame's chance is a 
better one, considering her dower. Louis can 
come round any man with his wheedling 
tongue, and he means to make that stiff old 
poker, his father-in-law, into his very humble 
servant before long." 

Gibb listened quietly, with a wicked satis- 
faction in the thought of how thoroughly he 
could balk these well-laid schemes, and took 
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his way along the narrow street with malice 
twinkling in his eye. An advancii^g vehicle 
plentifully bespattered him with mud as it 
passed, and as he stepped aside he saw the 
occupants lolling back among the cushions, 
merrily laughing ; a fair, fashionably-attired 
female and a dark foreign-looking man. 
With redoubled hate, and hissing out a mar 
lediction as he gazed, he recognized Barbara, 
looking as he never had pictured her, smil- 
ling and joyous : the sight haunted him 
night and day until he had, assisted by 
some of his own sect, taken his first step 
towards revenge. 

This he did by mating a clear but con- 
cise will, in which he stated the amount of 
his very considerable fortune, and bequeathed 
it irrevocably in a manner utterly precluding 
the remotest chance of Barbara or Dame 
Brown's ever benefiting by one single 
farthing. 

This done, the document duly signed, 
sealed, and deposited in a place of safety, 
he proceeded once again to establish himself 
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in his old tumble-down house, even more 
wretchedly than before. His door was open 
but to one denomination of visitors, and his 
abode became a focus of Puritan meetings, 
besides being the gathering place of many a 
dark and dangerous spirit. Then, John 
Gibb sat him down to bide his time, secure 
in his own mind that his vengeance would 
come sooner or later. 

Dubois heard vague rumours of his father- 
in-law's arrival ; but as it did not suit his 
plans to let Barbara know of his presence 
in London so soon, he held his peace, and 
pursued his successes in company with his 
wife, who was improving daily in her newly- 
acquired art, without neglecting her em- 
broidery; which, as her husband had in- 
tended, became the most fashionable adorn- 
ment at court. Thus passed the first months 
of her married life. 



CHAPTEE XV. 

The unfortunate expedition of the Duke of 
Buckingham, and all its disasters, was the 
topic in every one's mouth, with every sort 
of exaggeration, probable or improbable ; and 
the favourite's unpopularity increased daily. 
About the same time a great deal of unusual 
sickness existed in London, which caused the 
most gloomy apprehensions in the minds of 
the people; and the Puritans, and other 
evil-disposed persons, secretly fanned the 
flame of discontent. 

Lord Thurles continued to lead much the 
same sort of life, being, as we have hinted 
at, more frequently absent from court than 
would have been the case had his pecuniary 
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position beeu happier. He studied by fits 
and starts, though he cannot be said to 
have really cared for learning till a few years 
later, when he amply made amends for the 
desultory education he had received, and in 
aU he undertook, ever showed a great ca- 
parity for acquiring knowledge, and a raxe 
gift of applying what he had learned. 

Master Walsh turned over every possible 
scheme for improving his prospects ; nay, he 
consulted secretly with Mr. Wemys as to 
whether Lady Desmond could not do some- 
thing for her kinsman without wounding 
his . pride. At the time of Mr. Wemys's 
escape from the fire, Lord Thurles* whole 
conduct and manner had greatly prepossessed 
that gentleman in his favour; and Lady 
Desmond was carefully made acquainted 
with every particular relating to her young 
relative. She, poor lady ! bitterly lamented 
that everything she possessed was entirely in 
the hands of her lord, who would not suffer 
the Ormonde family to be named in his 
house, and whose dislike to Lord Thurles 
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increased with years, so that all she could 
do was to entreat Mr. Wemys not to lose 
sight of him, and to form secret plans for 
some amendment of his fortunes at a future 
day. 

Walsh and his famUy were all assembled 
in their wainscoted parlour, chatting over 
the news of the day, when Lord Thurles 
came unceremoniously amongst them, as he 
not unfrequently did of an afternoon when 
disengaged; and sitting down began to take 
a share in the conversation. The straits to 
which the luckless Eochellers were reduced, 
and the thousand and one anecdotes of .the 
Duke's bad success as a commander, occu- 
pied every one's attention. 

** He must be a hardhearted gentleman," 
said Mistress Walsh. "Such a shamefiil 
disregard of other folks' misery, and such a 
wanton thought of himself, his pleasures, 
and all the splendid vanities of the world ; 
'tis no wonder the poor folk rage like mad. 
We are told, too, that our lord the King is 
more blinded to his faults than ever." 
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" Alack, it is even so," continued her hus- 
band. "More is the pity; for there is a 
terrible feeling of discontent through the 
people. The Puritans go so far as to de- 
nounce the Duke openly from the very pul- 
pit; worse still, it is confidently asserted 
that her Majesty the Queen's love for her 
own countrymen is an offence to them ; and 
their language concerning that gracious lady 
is often the verge of treason. Pray heaven 
watch over England! for I sadly fear 
troublous times are approaching." 

" Tut ! tut ! good friend," replied Lord 
Thurles : " thou'rt as mournful to listen to 
as a screech-owl in a darksome night. Thou 
knowest well enough the said Duke is no hero 
of my fancy ; yet I do declare the tales of his 
J)ersonal bravery — ^reckless though he may 
be — warm my heart towards him ; and we 
aU know that he looked more to the bright 
eyes of a certain fair lady of Prance, in his 
splendours and vain-glorious trappings, than 
to aught else. Do you know, I feel certain 
the noble Buckingham has a true and brave 
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soul beneath the weight of extravagances that 
welhiigh smother it; an' we live, we may- 
see the bright flame shine forth yet. For 
the Puritan knaves, they are all too bold, I 
ween. The King would perhaps do well to 
look after them, if they utter her Majesty's 
sacred name ; but they are like moles, cun- 
ning enough to work in the dark. Ne'er a 
shadow of black doak or starched bands is 
visible around Whitehall." 

" Still," said Walsh, " there are powerful 
preachers among them ; and though few as 
yet openly condemn the royal acts, they veil 
their speech in cunning metaphor. "lis 
said some of them are passing eloquent: 
there is notably a young Scotch divine, who 
preaches in the church they caU Old Saint 
Mary's, who now and then draws tears from 
every eye. Mr. Wemys was telling me 
lately of him, as something wonderful to 
hear. He brings the Duke and his ways 
into his discourses often in no flattering 
tints." 

" If I ever came across him, or knew when 
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he would be in the pulpit, I should like to 
hear what he has to say, provided there is 
nothing treasonable about their Majesties," 
said Lord Thurles. 

" Your lordship may come with me next 
Sabbath day, if you choose/* answered 
Walsh; "for Ezekiel MacGhisty, as they 
call him, holds forth. We heard he was to 
expound a passage bearing on the siege of 
Eochelle, likely to be worthy of note. My 
dame cares not for going ; we have a pew 
lent by a brother trader absent from London, 
and it may be a curious discourse for a 
courtly gallant to listen to. However, one 
thing is sure ; you must put on your saddest 
suit, leaving all lordly airs at home, for we 
shall be among the strictest of the strict — 
part Scottish, part Puritan. So if your 
lordship comes, you must be content to 
leave your title and honours behind for the 



nonce." 



The expedition had at first suggested itself 
to Lord Thurles from idle curiosity, and the 
sort of incognito proposed gave it still fur- 
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ther attraction, so that he agreed to meet 
Walsh at a named hour early on the ap- 
proaching sabbath ; the place appointed for 
this rendezvous being in the Strand, near 
York House. 

The morning, when it came, was oppres- 
sively hot; it was late in the month of 
August, and a haze hung over the city, 
whilst the sun looked like a ball of fire, 
struggling to conquer the thickness of the 
atmosphere. Our hero had dressed himself 
in a black suit, totally devoid of ornament ; 
but even though he had brushed his curling 
hair back, and selected a plain broad-leafed 
beaver, without plume or jewel, he did not 
look in the least like a Puritan youth, as he 
flattered himself that he did. 

Master Walsh joined him, and they took 
boat to a landing beyond London Bridge, 
whence they had a considerable distance to 
walk, through streets and alleys un&miliar 
to the young lord, until they reached a 
greater thoroughfare, which led them to 
their destination. 



V 
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A continuous stream of foot-passengers, 
for some time previous to their arrival, walk- 
ing soberly and discreetly in the direction of 
the church, and the crowd around each of its 
doors, betokened anxiety to hear the popular 
preacher. 

The warmth of the day, besides the some- 
what diflSicult passage they had to make 
through the waiting assembly without, caused 
our two companions most gladly to enter 
the old-fashioned square pew pointed out to 
them. 

Lord Thurles found plenty to occupy his 
attention in the totally different aspect of the 
congregation from anything he was ax^cus- 
tomed to see. The church was sombre and 
gloomy; and where the rays of sunshine 
penetrated, the bright gloom only served to 
show more clearly the old worn seats and 
their peculiarly prim, starched-looking occu- 
pants. Here mieht be seen hard-featured 
Lrose fcce., upLed eyes, ^d frowning 
brows : nor were the women a whit more 
cheerful to look at ; they took their seats in 
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demure silence, many of the older ones 
carrying bunches of herbs, or an ancient 
Bible in its leathern cover. Here and 
there, at rare intervals, a gaily-dressed city 
dame shone out like a distinct spot among 
the surrounding sad-coloured figures; but 
the crowded congregation appeared to have 
been collected from the old and middle-aged, 
and, as Lord Thurles thought, certainly from 
among the plainest of both sexes. He was 
attracted by the sight of John Gibb, who 
walked up the aisle leanmg on a staff, the 
very picture of a Puritan, accordii^ to 
popular ideas. His grey hair cropped close 
to his head, his starched bands, and, above 
all, his parchment-Uke face, drawn into a 
thousaud wrinkles, gave him so very unpre- 
possessing an appearance that it was no 
wonder people feared him. So many thoughts 
were suggested by the old man^s entrance, 
that Lord Thurles found his imagination 
travelling off to Barbara, and a thousand 
traits of character to which he had been 
witness during his interviews with Gibb. 
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Some sUght stir at the pew door caused him 
to turn round, and he saw Master Walsh 
admit Mr. Wemys, accompanied by two 
females, who seemed thankful to leave the 
crowded aisle and sit down in the small pew 
with its previous occupants. 

Lord Thurles courteously acknowledged 
Mr. Wemys, and the women took their seats 
opposite ; but now the Reverend Ezekiel 
MacGrusty ascended to his place, and com- 
menced the service, so that every one busied 
himself with hymn-book or Bible, 

The devout earnestness of the congregation, 
and the peculiarities of the divine, occupied 
the young man so fully, that for some time 
he scarcely noticed the new comers; how- 
ever, when an extraordinarily long hymn was 
read out, he began to look at the neighbours 
chance had given him. The first was a 
middle-aged woman, with grey hair, who 
appeared entirely wrapt up in the service, 
scarcely lifting her eyes from the book ; the 
second was very young, to judge by her 
slight figure, as seen partly muffled in her 
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mantle, and also by her long, slender hands. 
Both wore dark dresses and black hooded 
cloaks ; but at the beginning of the hymn- 
singing, the younger threw hers partly back, 
seemingly oppressed by the heat, and thus 
disclosed as fair a face as was ever met with. 
In honesty we must own that the contempla- 
tion of this charming maid occupied our 
hero's attention. She seemed to have a 
lovely brunette complexion, and large bril- 
liant dark eyes, with delicately pencilled 
eyebrows, and sweeping lashes, whilst the 
small portion of her hair which her hood 
allowed to catch the light, had a bright 
burnish such as hair possesses which becomes 
very dark with years. She was tall and of 
an erect carriage, and looked around her as 
on a strangely novel scene. When she 
raised her eyes to the preacher, her opposite 
neighbour had time to study her face, which 
seemed to him as though he remembered 
something of the features. It seemed at any 
rate to possess a magnetic attraction for the 
young lord : had he not been so taken up, he 
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might have wondered at the satisfaction 
twinkling in Mr. Wemys's eyes as he glanced 
occasionally from one to the other of his 
companions. 

It were needless, and indeed impossible, to 
give a notion of the Eev. Ezekiel's oration ; 
it was both earnest and stirring, touching 
on the papistical bias so much lamented, 
describing the late action in the Isle of Rhe, 
throwing all manner of blame on Bucking- 
ham, and dilating on the death of Blanchard, 
the Protestant agent, sent by the Due de 
Bohan. He urged those who listened to 
devote their energies to the good cause, and 
uphold the true Protestant faith, spite of 
queens or courtiers, winding up by a rhapsody 
in the most ultra-Puritan terms, which was 
ably conceived and delivered with forcible 
eloquence. 

The people groaned and ejaculated at each 
fresh denunciation ; the heat and excitement 
caused more than one to swoon away ; whilst 
those who remained unmoved were not sorry 
when all was ended. 
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The crowd poured out in little knots of 
three and four, our party remaining quiet 
till their turn came, ^young girl ^g 
her hood closely around her face, let fell her 
book, which Lord Thurles restored to her 
with a smile. For an instant their eyes 
met, the girl flushing up to her hair, and 
the young man scarcely less embarrassed. 
Mr. Wemys escorted the elder dame, and the 
others walked by the damsel silently : they 
had a hackney coach waiting, and as soon as 
they reached it, Wemys assisted the women 
in, the girl turning with a slight salutation, 
as she put her foot on the step ; and the 
clumsy vehicle rolled lumbering away 
through the dispersing crowd of people at a 
a foot's pace. 

Our friends walked quietly along until 
they gained a quieter street, when Walsh 
remarked that he was surprised to see Mr. 
Wemys there as a squire of dames, when he 
believed him far away. 

" Do you know who they were ?'* eagerly 
asked his companion. " Methought the maid 



THE PROPHECY. 257 

had a trick of some well-known face, only- 
fairer than any I can remember." 

Walsh laughed as he replied, "I trow 
they are some city wife and comely daughter 
of Wemys's acquaintance. I scarcely re- 
marked them, but I cannot help smiling to 
hear your lordship, who must have seen all the 
famous court beauties, so earnest in praise of 
a maid who probably has never been out of 
sound of Paul's big bell." ' 

*' Tou may marvel as you please," he an- 
swered, slightly nettled. " I only tell you she 
was a most fair damsel, and had no ordinary 
air. Let it pass, and tell me, what thought 
you of the sermon ? In my mind, there was 
much good mingled with bitterness through^ 
out. Yet the preacher touched me nearly by 
his downright inquiry. Ah, Walsh ! I fear 
we young fellows sadly misuse the gifts we 
have ! we should, in truth resolve to do 
better. That lank and solemn Ezekiel knows 
much of the struggles of a human heart, I 
warrant. Prythee, didst remark old Gibb ? 

What has he been about, for he looks crazed." 
VOL. I. S 
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"I fear my old acquaintance's mind is 
affected. Since his daughter's unfortunate 
conduct, he lives entirely amongst the most 
fanatic enhusiasts. It is said he rants as 
much as the worst of them. A person told 
me that Dubois has of late humbly tried to 
gain admittance to him, but Gibb sternly 
refused even to hear him named," replied 
Walsh. 

" I fear poor Barbara will suffer for her 
folly," said Lord Thurles. " It was a bad 
business. I can hear nothing of her pro- 
ceedings. I believe Dubois is now in small 
repute at Whitehall, and has behaved badly, 
so that I should imagine their prosperity is 
on the wane." 

Thus discoursing, they went on their way, 
and Lord Thurles readily consented to go 
home and repose a while in Walsh's cool oak 
chamber, after their hot and fatiguing expe- 
dition. Mistress Walsh had prepared for 
their reception ; and the young man found it 
pleasant to remain talking over old times 
with the worthy couple. They spoke of Car- 
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rick Castle, with its carved monograms and 
ciphers, in which Queen Elizabeth's initials 
were to be seen with those of her trusty 
Black Earl, intertwined — a compliment paid 
by Thomas Duffe to his royal kinswoman. 
Of Kilcash, Lord Thurles's early home, and 
of the stately Kilkenny, he scarcely remem- 
bered. Walsh loved to tell him deeds 
chronicled in story, done by his ancestors, 
among whom, he assured him, all the men 
were brave and the dames fair. 

Then they fell to speak of Ireland ; and 
Walsh could describe many a lovely place in 
the young lord's rightful heritage now held 
by Lord Desmond. 

Whilst descanting on a grand hunting 
match, where every guest was kith or kin to 
the Ormonde, and their number seemed a 
little army round the stalwart Black Earl, 
the narrator continued to tell of the sudden 
interruption of the peaceful amusement, by 
the news of a terrible raid perpetrated by 
foes who lurked around the Earl's domains ; 
how every foot was in the stirrup^ and every 



260 THE PROPHECY. 

hand ready for defence; and how Earl 
Thomas utterly routed the enemy, resuming 
his hunting afterwards, as if no wounds had 
been given or received : finally, when all was 
over, how the noble train returned, proudly 
following their chieftain to his castle. But 
Lord Thurles could bear no more ; he 
checked his garrulous host by " Dear Walsh, 
no more ! It makes me too sad to think of 
the reverses we have suffered since; never 
before was it that the heir of Ormonde was 
scarce able to keep up the appearance suited 
to a gentleman. Away from Ireland, and 
reduced to a wretched useless life in this 
gloomy London, alas ! I ween," he added 
after this real expression of his feelings, 
smiling as he spoke, " my ancestor s famous 
prediction takes a long time to come true ! 
The only luck I have had for ages, was the 
sight of my beauty of this morning. Mis- 
tress Walsh, is it not a pity that she is but a 
city flower, to bloom awhile and end by 
beiQg smoke-dried in the thick air? She 
ought to dwell in a fresh moimtain home. 
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such as I should love myself, and roam about 
the hills and meadows at her own wild will. 
Poor maiden ! I repeat, I take the sight of 
her as an omen of good fortune. We do not 
know the name of our toast," concluded he, 
laughing gaily, '' but pledge me a glass of 
this excellent cider to the health of the 
fair " 

*' Let me finish the sentence !" exclaimed 
a cheery voice from the threshold where Mr. 
Wemys had been standing unobserved 
during the last few minutes. " Here's a 
health to your lordship's fair kinswoman, the 
Lady Elizabeth Preston, and may good luck 
follow you both whenever you meet !" 

Everybody started at this announcement, 
Walsh and his wife held up their hands, as 
in surprise, ejaculating, " The prophecy will 
work out ! This is no chance encounter, but 
a blessed stroke of fortune, thank Heaven !" 
The dame had innumerable questions to ask, 
and was informed by Wemys that the young 
lady, passing through town, had been obliged 
to remain a Simday with a Scotch cousin of 
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her father's, who was a great admirer of the 
new preacher, and a regular attendant upon 
his ministry. He also assured them that 
Lady Desmond would be delighted to hear 
the cousins had met, though unknown to 
each other. 

" What says my lord to all the praise he 
has bestowed on his cousin?" asked the 
dame, slyly. 

" Simply," replied he, "that 'tis a marvel 
so fair a maid can call Sir Eichard Preston 
father. But I now think she has somewhat 
the features of our race. Her dark eyes 
and locks resemble the portraiture of Earl 
Thomas; and doubtless 'twas that resem- 
blance which seemed to render her face 
dimly known to me. However, 'tis not pro- 
bable that we shall become even acquainted. 
Lord Desmond delights to speak of me, far 
and near, as an idle, brainless boy. Trust 
me ! I will not take a step to seek his 
favour : but let the world ere long discern 
between his deeds and mine own." 

Thus spoke Lord Thurles : the three who 
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listened secretly formed other wishes and 
hopes for him ; and Walsh could barely con- 
ceal his exultation at the adventure, al- 
though he prudently suffered the young lord 
to depart ere he spoke out on the subject. 
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